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Editor's Notes
As a first-year graduate student in creative
writing at Wright State, I've noticed that creative
writing students actually don't do as much
creative writing as they should. It seems to me
that if you are a creative writer, everything you
write should be creative. Certainly, we are
allowed to write creatively in workshops and for
our thesis, but in most of the literature classes, we
must write academic papers. That bothers me, as
I'm sure it bothers other creative writing students
who have little or no intention of writing
academically beyond graduate school.
The way I see it, if I want to better my own
creative writing, my creative writing should be
emphasized. (Of course, there are those who say,
"You can make your academic writing creative,"
but I'm talking about being allowed to write
fiction and poetry as opposed to research papers.)
This may be difficult for some to accept, but I feel
that academic writing can waste valuable time
time that could spend improving my fiction.
That's what I'd rather do. As it stands, since I
work a lot, the only writing I do is academic.
A few years ago at Ohio University, I had the
fortunate opportunity to study under Daniel
Keyes, author of Flowers for Algernon and The
Minds of Billy Milligan. I remember two wonderful
pieces of advice he gave us: writers must write as
much as they can and when writing, you must
"start with reality, then lie about it." Ever since,
that advice have been firmly etched in my mind,
as well as taped to the wall above my desk.
Lying about reality is precisely what writing is
all about. You take as inspiration, if you believe in
such things, the reality of your daily life or of the
lives of those around you. Then you let your
imagination filter through as you change,
manipulate, mix and match, and outright lie
about the characters and events until you arrive at
a piece of writing that, to anyone else, appears
original. This is fiction. Serious fiction. Although
your result may appear nothing like what you
started with, the story will seem credible because
it has been anchored in reality by whatever
inspired it. That's how I keep my writing in
check; I achieve a satisfying medium between
"reality writing" and "imaginary writing." My
6

If the Heavens Fall
fiction resembles my life only at the level of
inspiration; everything else has been created as a
function of a particular story.
But to reach point, writers must be allowed to
write what they want. As I said, that happens at
Wright State, but only to a certain extent. Here,
technical and professional writers write
technically and professionally; academic writers
and future teachers write academically; but
fiction and poetry writers are expected to write
many things other than fiction and poetry. Now I
personally find nothing wrong with academic
writing; it's fine if that's what you want to write.
But many of us don't plan to teach or publish
academic articles. Instead, we want to write fiction
or poetry, or to go into the publishing business.
Therefore, the present curriculum fails us,
because we must write what they tell us to write.
What I would like is the option, offered as an
alternative to the academic paper, to write a
creative paper. This idea isn't new: I took a class
fall quarter in which we imitated writing styles of
the past (this was one of the more satisfying
classes I have taken), and I will take another class
spring quarter in which we may write a creative
paper. These classes encourage creativity while
continuing to educate students about literature.
However, these are rare opportunities.
In the typical literature class, I envision this:
students wishing to write creatively would write
original short stories or poems, imitating the
studied author. The students would have to
carefully read and study the author's work and
do plenty of library research to discover what
influenced the author. The emphasis would be
placed on the work itself, which is where it
should be. And, perhaps best of all, students
would be steered away from writing about topics
neither they nor anyone else really care about.
I'm not calling for the downfall of the present
curriculum, but rather a simple modification to
allow creative writers to make the most of their
writing. As it stands, I feel that much of my time
is wasted in useless pursuits. And I know others
feel this way as well. We want to study these
authors, learn about and from them, and apply
what we've learned to our own creative writing.

Arthur Winfield Knight
Butch divided the money into three piles, then
we shook hands.
We knew we might not see each other again.
Butch said," Are you sure you don't want to
come with Sundance and me to South America?"
"No, Annie and I have a few things we want to
do here."
Butch stuffed his roll of bills into his pocket
and said, "Here's to the Great Northern Railway.
We all have ten thousand good reasons to love
them."
"We'll be lucky if we don't have ten thousand
Pinkertons and a few sheriffs on our ass after
blowing up that boxcar," I said. "You could have
picked your teeth with the pieces that were left of
it.
"Wasn't it a beautiful sight?" Sundance asked.
It was the first thing he'd said in half an hour or
so, but lately he was more and more quiet. He
had gonorrhea, and it bothered him more than he
liked to admit.
"A regular wonder of the world, it was," Butch
said.
"The only thing I wonder about is whether that
doc in upstate New York will be able to cure me
of the clap. I'm dripping like an old faucet."
When Sundance discovered he'd been infected,
he asked, "Why do you think they call it
gonorrhea?"
I thought a while, then laughed, "I guess
because you're a 'goner' when you get it," but I
was sorry I said it as soon as I saw his face. Now I
told him, "That doctor in New York will make it
all right, you'll see."
"You really think so?"
"Sure. I've heard he's cured a number of
people," I said. I've always hated lying, but I
couldn't see what harm it would do to give him
some hope.
He and Butch might have been brothers. They
were about the same age and they were both of
medium height, although Butch was good
natured, always smiling, and Sundance looked
like a morose Swedish carpenter out of a job.
II

They both loved to have their pictures taken. The
only time I ever saw Sundance happier than he
was in front of a camera was when he had a gun
in his hand and was robbing a train.
Butch was the grandson of a Mormon bishop
and he said he had a wife and two children in
Utah. I never met them, but I know he never
fooled around with the women at Fanny Porter's
down in Texas. I half-expected he'd tell Sundance
he deserved to get the clap for going in and out of
so many whorehouses, but he didn't. Butch just
put an arm around him and said, "We'd better get
going or we'll never get to New York, let alone
Argentina," then he walked out of the room into
the Wyoming twilight.
Butch bit at his lip when he and Sundance
saddled up. I kind of thought he was going to ask
me, again, if I wouldn't change my mind and go
with them, but he didn't.
Sundance swung up onto his horse slowly,
painfully, the way a dog someone had just kicked
would lift its leg to pee.
Annie came out into the yard, putting her arm
around me, and we both waved goodbye,
standing there for a long time. They evaporated
into the sunset.
Then Annie and I went back into the house. I
poured us some apricot brandy and looked at her
in the lamplight. Her red hair almost glistened,
the way it did after she stepped out of the shower.
Later, a breeze would probably come down from
the Bighorn Mountains, but it was hot now.
"Butch thinks there's no more room for
outlaws in this country," I said. It was something
I'd thought about a lot, but I didn't believe it. "He
thinks they'll track us down and kill us."
"I think Butch is getting to be an old man."
I nodded, sipping my brandy.
"Let's see how much fun we can have on
$10,000," Annie said.
It sounded like a pretty good idea.
We crossed the Cannon River, going into
Northfield, Minnesota. I'd always wanted to see
7
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the bank the James Gang had tried to rob in 1876.
"Hard to believe it's been twenty-five years," I
said. "Hard to believe it's another century." It
suddenly made me feel old, and I wondered if
Butch wasn' t right. Sometimes it seemed as if
there wasn' t any justice: a bunch of Bible
thumping farmers defeating the James Gang.
Jesse had been dead almost twenty years and
Frank was an old man. Bob Younger had died in
Stillwater Penitentiary but his brothers, Cole and
Jim, had been paroled this year. I remembered the
sheriff had offered Cole a deal, saying it would go
easier on him and his brothers if he'd name their
accomplices. Cole said he'd give him an answer
in the morning.
When the sheriff came back, Cole handed him
a note that said, "Be true to your friends if the
heavens fall ."
"Not a bad philosophy to live by," I told
Annie.
She squeezed my arm, leaning her body
against mine, the way only she could do.
Sometimes we'd be in bed and she'd whisper,
"We fit together so nicely." But she didn't say that
now. Maybe later. Later.
She said, "I understand Cole and Jim want to
go back to Missouri but the parole board won't let
them ."
"Yeah. I suppose everyone wants to go back
home."
"Not me." Annie had grown up in St. Louis,
but she didn' t talk about it much. She'd told me
her family owned a department store there, but
she'd run off to Texas, where we met, when she
was in her teens.
The First ational Bank was in an old stone
building located on Mill Square, a block from the
river.
The townspeople had made a hero out of
Joseph Lee Heywood, the teller who'd been killed
when he wouldn' t turn over the money. Every
year they planted geraniums next to his grave.
" If they'd stuck a pistol in my face, demanding
the money, I'd have given them every cent there
was and drawn them a map to the bank
president's house," Annie said .
"They wouldn' t plant geraniums next to your
grave."
Annie and I stood in front of the bank. "It
doesn' t look like mu ch, does it?" I asked.
Annie smiled . "That' s probably what the
James Gang said the day they rode into town."
8

" It took a thousand farmers and Pinkertons
and small-town sheriffs two weeks to catch the
Younger Brothers, even though they were shot to
hell, and they never did get Frank and Jesse."
"Someone ought to hold the bank up now and
say, 'This one's for Jesse'," Annie said.
"It's certainly worth considering," I answered,
then we headed down the street toward our hotel.
We'd have some apricot brandy and dinner,
then sit out on the veranda before going up to our
room. After that, anything might happen.

Annie insisted we get a Christmas tree. She
made Santas and reindeer and angels out of odd
scraps of cloth or papier-mache, hanging them on
the tree until the branches drooped with their
weight and that of the candles and popcorn.
Christmas is a passion of hers, along with
photography. Newspapers have claimed she was
a soiled dove at Fanny Porter's, but she was
working as a photographer's assistant when we
met. She said she quit because the developing
fluids ruined her nails.
Annie says she'd like to photograph me in my
silk underwear or embroidering my initials on my
clothes-I frequent the best men's shops-or
playing pool. That's how the trouble began.
Luther Brady and I were shooting pool while a
friend of his watched. It was a cordial game, at
least it seemed to be, small stakes with small quiet
talk about the holidays and what we were going
to do. We nursed our drinks and fired our
Havanas, the smoke wreathed around the lights
in the bar.
Outside, the snow c~me down in Knoxville,
covering the buildings and trees, the flakes
swirling. You could hear vendors hawking their
wares from the street and the sounds of carolers.
They were singing "God Rest Ye Merry,
Gentlemen. "
The late light spilled across the floor, coloring
the boards like sherry.
Sometimes I felt the best days of my life were
behind me, especially when I was away from
Annie. Sometimes I thought I should have gone
with Butch and Sundance, riding across the
pampas with them. I had another drink in the
somnolent afternoon.
I sunk my last ball, calling the shot without
really thinking about it, reaching for the bills on
the table automatically.

"Wait a minute," Luther said. "You didn't call
that shot."
"Sure, I did." My fingers grasped the money.
"Are you saying I'm lying?"
I put the money into my pocket wearily. "Let's
just call it a mistake."
"It's a mistake all right. Yours."
"Luther, don't do anything foolish." My
fingers touched the Colt under my velvet coat.
Luther's friend, Jim, backed off a couple of
steps just as Luther went for his pistol; I grabbed
him by the throat with my left hand, then I shot
Jim a second before he could fire at me. He
looked at his gun stupidly for a moment before he
dropped it. The carolers sang, "Let nothing ye
dismay. Remember Christ our Savior was born on
Christmas Day."
Those must have been the last words Jim ever
heard.
Two deputies came in the front door but I
pushed Luther into them, then ran toward the
back of the bar, leaping through the door while I
looked over my shoulder. I landed, hard, in a
culvert twenty feet below; I could feel something
in my ankle give but I kept moving.
Luther must have identified me because I
could hear men shouting, "Stop him, it's Kid
Curry." Then there were some shots.
A bullet grazed my arm but I was away from
there, around the corner. A red-faced fat man was
blowing into a tuba while some people wearing
Salvation Army uniforms were caroling.
I ran past a woman standing next to a kettle
who was swinging a little bell back and forth and
intoning, "Help the needy have a better
Christmas."
When I almost ran into her I said, "Sorry,
ma'am, I'm kind of needy myself." I needed to get
away.
I ran through a pharmacy, then down a street
I'd never been on. I thought about going back to
our apartment, to Annie, but I was bleeding and
afraid someone would report me so I just ran
toward what I imagined was the edge of town. I
could feel the blood freezing on my arm and my
breath came in sharp gasps, a kind of huh-huh
huh that kept time with my heels hitting the
snowy pavement.
By the time it was dark I'd made it to a gully
open field and no one seemed to be chasing me. I
listened for any sign that someone was after me:
dogs barking, men cursing, something, but all I

could hear was my heart beating. I squinted,
looking around me, circling, almost spinning on
my toes, but all I could see was my breath in my
air.
I curled up in the bottom of the gully. I don't
think I slept, but at least the snow had stopped.
Near dawn, I built a small fire because I was
shivering. It must have been near zero.
I wiped the dried blood from my arm, spitting
on my handkerchief, and wondered if it snowed
in South America. I hated winter. Annie and I
would head south as soon as I got back to her. I
didn't ever want to see snow again, not even on a
calendar.
Annie would be getting up about now,
wondering what had happened to me. When we
were first together, sometimes I'd stay out for the
night, drinking or playing cards or shooting pool.
A couple of times, I spent the night with other
women, but I felt bad even if Annie and I weren't
married.
I rubbed my hands together in front of the little
fire, imagining Annie standing near the window
in her camisole. Imagining the way her eyes
would get larger, as if she were entering a dark
room, when she saw me stumble toward her,
unshaven, bleeding.
Then, far off someplace, I heard men shouting
and dogs barking.
I stood up, holding my pistol, but they were
coming from all around me. There were too many
of them, so I sat down again.
The sun had come up like a bloody wafer by
the time the men reached me. There must have
been twenty of them and they all had guns
pointing at me.
My arms were numb but I raised my hands,
making sure they could see I wasn't holding a
gun, and said, "Merry Christmas, boys."
They stand in line from dawn until late
afternoon to meet me. The deputy said they had
to turn 2,000 people away. Everyone wants to see
the "noted western desperado."
Mountain men have come down from the hills
with their rifles and have stood in line alongside
farmers, and families with small children have
come. Some of them just want to peer at me,
standing in the jail corridor, others want to hear
my voice, want to shake my hand. They've even
come from other states and a constable from
Cooke County came to see me. He tells Deputy
9
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Bell, "I was on the lookout for him myself, and if
he' d come up our way, I'd a knowed him from
his description in the paper."
Some of the visitors bring me cigars, others just
stare at me as if I'm a corpse, then they move on.
Right after I was arrested, they caught Annie
and indicted her for passing forged bank notes,
but I signed a deposition saying she didn't know
my real identity and that I'd told her I'd won the
notes gambling. So they let her go.
I know we'll never see each other again. I told
her to hock the diamond I gave her, told her to go
home, but I don't know what she'll do.
The ladies from the Women's Christian
Temperance Union come to see me. They're
wearing black and their leader, Mrs. Skillman,
asks if they can hold services in my cell. She
clutches her Bible to her ample bosom.
"Certainly," I say.
We read together: "Blessed are the meek for
they shall inherit the earth," and I tell her,
"Maybe that's true. I haven't done a very good
job or I wouldn't be here."
"I suppose that's so, Mr. Logan. I hadn't
thought of it quite like that."
We're very polite to one another. It's always
Mr. Logan. Mrs. Skillman.

She tells me, "Many a fine man has been
brought down by drink."
I hang my head. "Here I am, fine or not, but
certainly brought down. By apricot brandy and
women." I stretch out my arms. Like Jesus on the
Cross. It is all bunk, all fake, but it comforts
people. Like brandy and cigars and the feel of a
fine woman next to you. Oh, Annie, where are
you now?
The ladies and I begin to sing, "Bringing in the
sheaves, bringing in the sheaves, we shall come
rejoicing bringing in the sheaves," our voices
echoing down the corridor, reverberating, and
Bell swings an arm, nods, keeping time.
Now the other prisoners join in, the newspaper
men, some of the onlookers in the corridor. We're
all singing, "Bringing in the sheaves," our voices
rising, getting stronger, going out onto the snowy
streets.
Oh, Annie, I'll cut my way through hell to
come to you.
Mrs. Skillman almost swoons, suddenly
rapturous. "I know a new millennium is upon
us."
They'll never take me again. Never.
"Amen," I say.

Arthur Winfield Knight directs the creative writing
program at California University of Pennsylvania, and he is
the film critic for the Russian River News in Guerneville,
California. His work has previously appeared in Nexus.
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Berg
Laura Albrecht
Ice dust flies around
Her fingernails when
She touches his mouth.
Glacial, he moves slowly
Southward, drawn by
An expanse of warmth
And the promise of
Green swamp miles.
Pulled by the spell
Of his million year melt,
She drifts ahead,
A little more quickly,
Echoing back to check
Her dark face reflection
In the shine of his skin.
Her chin rests on
The horizon's curve
Where the moon rises,
Always a frozen full
Eye, moving as she moves,
Pulling at them like tides.
Her fingers tug at his
Chilled flesh, his damp ear,
Wanting him next to her,
Wanting him whole, solid.
In the end, he shifts
To a small warming puddle.
She dangles her bare toes
In him, drawing lines
Of clear ripples around
Her smooth, pulsing ankles.

Laura Albrecht's poems have appeared in Coal City Review,
West Branch, Mutant Renegade 'Zine, and Nexus. Her
heroes are Lyn Lifshin, Paul Westerberg, and Coleridge. She is
still a graduate student at Wright State University an_d a
second-year teaching assistant for the Department of English.
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Anywhere but Here
Laura Albrecht
He drops in a white wave
From her hand to the carpet
Like a slice of shriveled
Paper stained with her
Black whorled fingerprints.
He has tried to crease
Her pale eyes, her white lips
Too many times between
His square butterscotch
Hands, between his long toes.
Instead of folding, she
Unfurls, her dark head
Climbing his bare shoulder
Like a shined pulsing petal,
Floating up to reach his eyes.
She has cuffed his wrists
Too often with her fingers,
Pulled him to her in opening
Doorways and called him baby
At night on the telephone.
She has written his name
In letters, in her address book,
In lipstick across clean mirrors
Like a one word haiku.
She has let him take her
Down alone in elevators
And carry plastic medicine
Bottles full of her tears home,
An anodyne in his glove box.
She has let him talk her
Out of so many things and
Into watching a man die.
Now he tries to buy her things,
Tries to keep her warm even
When she shivers, only
Heated by rapid boiling.
And now she steps back,
Hands full of old cream
Roses, thorns vanished,
Her bleached eyes blocked
Black with silvered sunglasses
And some high voice always
Screaming out of his radio.

12

And now he tries to curl
Her up in his full pocket
And carry her safe next
To his disposable lighter,
Or clutch her, a silver token,
In his sweat damp palm.
And now he stares through
Leather binoculars, watching
Her mouth unravel, her tongue
Leave her skull, her hands
Shake and wander and press.
And now he listens with
A stretched cloth ear as she
Talks in letters to other
Men about everything, opening
Like a valve full of blood .
And now he listens to her
Voice only with his dark eyes
Or with his tight lips,
Planning to wrap her close
In clear plastic skin
And pull her next to him.
And now she is hollow for him,
A drilled-out totem pole,
Sipping at his warm rum with
Chapped slack lips, watching
Him leave a silver tip for
The humming blonde waitress.
Her mouth craves sweet tea
And her eyes need blackened sleep.
And now his pockets are packed
With speed and light and he
Presses his hard thumb
Against her pulse before she
Walks away, out into the afternoon,
Wanting the rough cigarette she
Hasn't smoked in three years,
Wanting to be anything,
To be anywhere but here.

13
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Till Death Do Us Part
(A Conversation over Breakfast)
Sally Gadd
"Connie?"
"Yes?"
"Let's talk."
"More eggs?"
"No."
"Why?"
"Too runny."
"Shall I... "
"No."
"Coffee?"
"Let's talk."
"Yes, dear."
"Connie?"
"Yes?"
"I'm leaving."
"But why?"
"Another ... "
"Woman?"
"I'm sorry."
"But who?"
"Barbara."
"No!"
"We're sorry."
"My sister?"
"Yes."
"Slut!"
"Now, Connie... "
"You bastard!"
"Sorry."
"Liar!"
"It's best."
"You're staying."
"No."
"Forever."
"Not here."
"With me."
"Impossible!"

"Commitment."
"To Barbara."
"We're married."
"Divorce."
"Never."
"We're happy."
"And me?"
"Free."
"Discarded!"
"Oh, no."
"Then what?"
"Unbound."
"Unloved."
"Find another."
"Want you."
"Connie."
"Yes?"
'Tm leaving."
"Think again!"
"Today."
"Really?"
"My revolver?"
"That's right."
"No!"
"Loaded."
"Don't shoot!"
"Goodbye, John."

Sally Gadd is a second-year graduate student in English
and creative writing at Wright State University.
14

15

Touching
Manuel R. Garcia
This would be their last night together. He was
leaving. They'd split up before-twice. But this
was it. They were both ready for it, or thought
they were. The last time they hadn't seen each
other for over a year. The last three months had
been a replay of their first three years together.
Lani and Bob were both teachers, and when
they got together again, summer vacation was
just beginning. They decided to take a trip to
Mexico, to relive old times, revisit the sights of so
many past adventures. They were back now, at
her place in Fresno.
She was sleeping, her back to him, as he went
through the room, carefully arranging and then
packing his things. He tried not to make too much
noise, so as not to wake her up. She had to work
tomorrow.

Brigitte
Scott Cooper
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Scott Cooper use to work for Wright State
University 's Media Seroices, but now he uses his
amazing talents to awe and confound others as a
freelancer. Does he make much monei; ? Well .. .

"I was so nervous about seeing you again. My
hands were shaking on the wheel. I thought I was
going to get in an accident on the way down to
your house." She had driven down from Fresno
to Oakland, where he still lived, to see him. They
were driving through the Arizona desert; she was
at the wheel of his pickup.
She'd knocked on his door when she'd showed
up . They both smiled a little sheepishly when
they first saw each other. They filled each other in
on the last year of their lives, touched a lot,
bought a bottle of tequila, got howling drunk, and
were in love again. He couldn't remember when
he'd felt so happy. The first month was like their
first year together. They couldn't get enough of
each other. They made love like before, but better
because they knew one another so well. The only
thing missing was the magic of discovery, but
they made up for it with the equally wonderful
magic of reuniting. They made each other double
over with laughter, each begging the other to
stop. That was one of the best parts. Their senses
of humor meshed so well, they could almost read
each other's minds and make each other laugh
with almost no words at all. And they just talked,

all the time, about nothing and everything. Time
flew by.
"Once I was at the beach with this guy I was
going out with. We were at the boardwalk, and
under a partition I saw a pair of tennis shoes like
the ones you used to have. My heart almost
stopped. I thought for a minute that you'd found
out where I was, and came for me."
Lani only weighed about 95 pounds, but she
loved to drive that pickup truck.
He put another tape in the deck. "I heard this
tape and bought it thinking of you, wishing we'd
be driving somewhere together again, listening to
it. I never dreamed it would really happen."
She had a new dog, a little black mutt named
Boney Maroni-they called her Boney. Even
Boney knew something special was happening,
and warmed up to Bob right away. That was the
first month. They'd traveled along the Pacific
beaches, Puerto Vallarta, Barra de Navidad, and
places they were discovering for the first time.
The second month they were around Oaxaca.
They visited the ruins they both loved, Monte
Alban, Mitla, and all the smaller sights they'd
discovered together. By now they were used to
each other, like their second year together. They
still loved each other's company and never ran
out of things to talk about, but they hardly ever
made love anymore. Neither one seemed to care.
The third month they were on their way home
again, back to their old lives, like the third year
had been, winding down near the end, sorry it
was over, but still glad to be going their own
separate ways. Tonight was it. She had started
working this week. He didn't start classes until
next week. In the morning they'd have breakfast
together, then be on their way, she to work, and
he back home. They'd see each other again; they
both knew that. Maybe even make love again
maybe not.
At least they were parting friends. That was a
new one for him. It was about 2 am. He was
almost ready. He sat in a chair and looked at her
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lying curled up with her back to him as always.
Her straight brown hair was all he could really
see of her. She was pretty, wholesomely pretty,
and tiny. Everything about her was small. How
he used to love that tiny little body. Oh well, why
dwell on what you couldn't fix. Boney lay curled
up in a little black ball near the foot of the bed. At
least everything was all right in her world.
When he'd gotten his pack in shape, all the
straps in place and tight, he took off his clothes
and crawled into bed next to her. Like always
when he went to bed after she was asleep, he
reached over her shoulder. She turned her head
up to receive his kiss, then rolled back over. It
was instinct. She was fast asleep.
Usually, lying next to her put him to sleep
almost immediately, but tonight he wasn't sleepy.
It was after two; the alarm was set for six. He
didn't care if he slept or not. He only had a four
hour drive ahead of him to get home, all day to
do it, and the rest of his life to catch up on his
sleep. He just lay there still, trying not to move
too much, thinking about all the times they'd had.
What went wrong? Who knows? Who ever
knows? He felt her feet touching his, a gentle
contact, just touching. How well he knew those
ugly little feet, how much he loved them. But he
was just being melodramatic because he knew it
was over. He was as glad as she was. It hadn't
worked-too bad. He felt sorry, regretting that he
couldn't make it work. But, if she woke up now
and said, "I love you. I'll do anything to make it
happen," he'd still leave in the morning, and
she'd be secretly glad he hadn't listened. Her feet
felt good touching his. He didn't want to move,
but he'd been in one position long enough. He
just shifted a little, recrossed his own feet
actually, but it broke the physical contact between
them.
Immediately, her hand touched his leg. He
noticed the touch but didn't pay much attention.
He was too wrapped up in his own thoughts of
the good times past, the opportunities gone, and
the lonely days ahead. Then, he was aware of the
hand again. It wasn't lying on his leg. She had just
dropped it behind her back so that it touched
him. It felt soothing. That light touch brought
back all the care and love they both still shared
but could no longer express.
The last month of their trip had been half-okay.
They still enjoyed traveling together, and they
still made each other laugh. It was the sexual part
18

spring 1992

that showed what was gone. They took turns
rejecting each other. He had tried to fondle her
breast one evening on a deserted beach near
Acapulco.
"Stop it. Don't do that."
"Come on, let me play with just this one. You
know it's my favorite of the two."
She had slapped his hand away. "I said stop it.
I don't feel like it right now."
Or the time in the hotel room in Guaymas.
He'd been sitting, writing a postcard. Lani came
up behind him and put her arms around his neck.
"Come on, I'm trying to write."
She nibbled his ear. "It's the afternoon. We
haven't done it in the afternoon for a long time."
"Yeah, okay. Just let me finish with this card ."
When he'd finished, she didn't feel like it
anymore. He hadn't felt like it at all. When they
made it, it was usually because they both felt
horny, and it was more to get rid of the horniness
than out of any real affection. Like scratching an
itch. Only once in ·a while did it happen with
anything like real love. Those times were great,
but they were much too few and far between.
But her hand touching his leg carried that
affection. Even more, it conveyed all the
understanding they had of each other, and the
comfort they brought one another. It was as if he
was supposed to be there lying next to her, and
her feeling him there seemed to him as if she were
reassuring herself that everything in the world
was in its proper place.
He couldn't sleep, didn't want to, so he
reached for a cigarette. As soon as he reached
over to the night table, and away from her hand,
her foot moved back and touched his again.
How long had this been going on? Had she
always done this? Again, it was a touch of
warmth she could no longer communicate while
awake. He finished his cigarette and lay there,
thinking. It was almost 4 am.
Maybe it was automatic, like the sleeping kiss.
Every night together since they'd met, if Lani was
asleep when he went to bed, she reached up and
kissed him. She always slept with her back to
him, so she had to turn her head up so that he
could find her lips. To this day, she couldn't
remember ever having done it. She'd done it
tonight. She'd probably been reaching out to
touch him while they slept all this time, and he'd
never known it. Three years, and then three
months more, and he'd never even been aware of

it, until now, in what would probably be their last
night together.
He lay there for two hours more, thinking and
smoking an occasional cigarette. For the whole
time, every time he shifted and broke contact, a
hand or foot would reach over to touch him, or
she'd back her rear up a bit so it touched his
stomach, or she rolled back over a little so her
shoulder touched his. The entire time they were
in physical contact. He guessed that was the way
they'd both wanted the relationship to work out.
It had started like that. Two people in constant
touch, unity of body and mind, but somewhere,
somehow, that contact was broken. Who backed

off first? Who first drew away from the other's
touch? Who knew? Who cared anymore? It was
done now and couldn't be repaired, at least not
by any means he knew. Now it only existed when
they slept, and that would only last a few minutes
more.
It was almost six, the hour at which they
would begin, again, their lives apart. Finally it
came. The jarring buzz of the alarm. (She never
liked clock radios, saying they always put her
back to sleep.) Her eyes opened. She looked up at
him and smiled. "Hi, how'd you sleep?" Her foot
moved away from his. Then he realized how
much he was going to miss her.

Manuel R. Garcia lives in Mexico.
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Victoria's Secret

Victoria Hathaway-Sarver

Victoria Hathaway-Sarver

She gave him a kiss
a simple gift from the heart
shared on a cold winter day
He accepted the gift with wonder
as though undeserving
of this or any love
How strange, she thought
He's a small child
with a penny for candy
given a nickel's worth

Fifteen years of faithfulness
stripped away in minutes.
His massive hands undressed her quickly
caressing aging flesh
rekindling youth she thought lost
from another's neglect.
Giving pleasure freely
he asked nothing in return.
Her resolve soon melted
in a flood of warmth.
She objected with weak protest
"I do not know you well."
He overruled such nonsense

The Gambler
Victoria Hathaway-Sarver
Testing curiosity
he made his move
on current interes't
heavy doubts
risking ego

mouth on mouth
lips on breasts
moist heat with current strong
moving his tongue between her legs
she became ...
-suspendedwith a shutter and convulsion
she returned
giving him a sigh.

how shocked he was
the kiss returned
with equal lust
He disbelieved
she could trust
with so much on the line
He never thought
what he might lose
-that would come with time
Soft reflections
bittersweet memories
for future winter days.
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Victoria Hathaway-Sarver is a second-year graduate
t~aching assistant at Wright State University. She has
high hopes of graduating in spring 1992 and of landing
a teaching position at a local university so that she never
has to ask if you would like fries with your Big Mac.
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Protection
Judith Bergen

Untitled
David Sun Jun Hwang
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David Sun Jun Hwang attends Wright State
University and is originally from Korea. He
works for The Guardian as a photographer.

I'm a prisoner here, but at times it's not so bad.
These four gray walls can be soft when the
northern window lets in a sun filtered through
clouds. I'm glad they don't look harsh. I must not
have too much light.
How long has it been? I'm not sure how many
days have gone by. I know that it was just a few
months ago when I graduated from high school.
It's hard to keep track of time when every day is
much the same. It was even hard to keep track of
time when I was in school. I hated it, especially
after Mother left and everyone kept staring at me
like I was a freak. I hated even more some of the
teachers who pitied me.
I can see far away through my window.
Sometimes I imagine that there is a very small
figure barely visible on the horizon. He is
someone coming to take me away. He looks like
he is on a horse and is wearing a big hat. But he
never gets any bigger. After a while, I get tired of
watching and pick up a book.
My father does bring me books to read.
Usually they are by Jane Austen, William
Thackeray, Charles Dickens, or the Bronte
sisters-stories from another time and place, a
time I think he prefers over today. He is always
talking about how evil the world is today and
how he has to protect me.
"You do understand, don't you?" My father
almost begs.
1 know the neighbors think he lives alone. One
day I saw a car come up our long driveway. I got
so excited. We never have visitors. I couldn't see
the man get out of his car but I heard him knock
on our front door. I pressed my ear to my
bedroom door and heard a low, soft voice.
"Sorry to bother you, Hank, but my combine
broke down, and with the summer running out,
I've got to fix it fast. You've some spare parts,
don't you? I know you always repair everything
yourself."
"Yes, Mr. Peterson. We can go to the barn to
see if I've got what you need," my father replied
gravely.

"I really appreciate this, Hank. I know you
don't like to be disturbed. By the way, how is the
daughter doing? Wanda always says she felt so
bad when you lost Helen and had that young girl
to raise all by yourself." It was good to hear Mr.
Peterson's voice. I remember him always smiling
when he saw me.
My father's voice turned hard and cold.
"You're making it sound like my wife died.
Everyone knows what happened. I hate it when
people can't face the truth."
In an even softer voice than before, Mr.
Peterson said, ''I'm sorry, Hank. Just trying to be
sociable. Anyway, how is Ruth doing? That is
your daughter's name, isn't it? She was always so
quiet we hardly knew she was around. Only time
we used to see her was when she'd get off the
school bus and walk up your driveway. Where
did she go after graduation last spring?"
"She just left one day. She always wanted to
study art, but I don't think it's a good idea. I've
got to get back to the field so let's get out to the
barn. When you work alone your work is never
done."
My heart sank as I heard the door slam. I
started to yell and pound the window. In my
mind, I saw Mr. Peterson turn around when the
glass broke. But the barn is on the other side of
the house and I never knew if he heard it.
I thought Dad would be angry when he saw
the broken glass. I was cut slightly but the
bleeding had stopped by the time he came up
with my supper. He didn't say anything. He got a
broom from the hall closet and swept up the
glass.
The next day he brought in some wire mesh
and nailed it over the window after he replaced
the glass. I started crying when I realized I
wouldn't be able to see out as well.
"Honey, I'm just trying to protect you," he said
when he saw my tears. "I don't want you to hurt
yourself," he said as he came toward me.
He usually is very gentle with me, but I don't
like it. At first I tried to pretend I was somewhere
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else, but that didn't work very well. Now I
pretend I'm something else, like that tiny black
spider I saw spinning that beautiful web in the
northeast corner of my room one day while my
father touched me in places I don't want to be
touched.
I first saw her with my eyes open. ow I see
her all the time, but my eyes are closed. In my
mind she i even more beautiful than she was that
first day.
I read once that the black widow spider
usually devours the male immediately after
mating. She's lucky because the male is smaller
and harmless. I wish my father was smaller than
me. I want to be like the beautiful black widow,

powerful and in control. But I'm not a black
widow. I'm the small spider who will one day be
destroyed when my father sees her.
I wonder if Mr. Peterson heard me break the
glass? If he did, would he realize that it had to be
me who made the noise? Would he realize it was
a cry for help? What if he came back with the
county sheriff?
Then my father would be put behind bars and
there would be a trial at which I would be asked
to spin a web to trap him. Could I do it? It would
be so much easier if the only feeling I had toward
my father was hate. But don't you see? He's my
father and I'm all he's got.

Judith Bergen has worked as a clinical social worker in
mental health inpatient and outpatient settings 011 and offfor
the past 26 years. She currently lives in the rural community
of Austin, Minnesota, with her husband and yo1111gest on.
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Emma's Triumph
Lori Phillips-Young
Two hundred and thirty-seven minks
screamed in hell the day Aunt Emma bought her
coat. She glared at the animal rights activists as
she marched into Barrymore's and glared when
she marched back out. There was something
about Aunt Emma that defied the tight-lipped
animal lovers and their pot-shot posters. Maybe it
was her two hundred and fifty-four pounds of
determination as she plowed her way to the front
door of Barrymore's. Maybe it was the way her
ankles looked, all blown-up and puffy, covered
with bluish arteries and cheap pearl blush
stockings rolled down into chubby gaskets.
Maybe it was her pink Woolworth's housecoat,
mauve tennis shoes, and her "Elvis Lives" button

that made the angry crowd discount her
shopping sincerity. Maybe it was the scar that
dragged itself through the center of her left eye
and down to her chin. Perhaps they saw a glow
that went deeper than her glare. Perhaps they saw
a hint of her new found freedom in knowing that
the thirty-five years of unabated hell Uncle Chuck
had put her through was over. Perhaps they saw
her hand tremble with excitement as she reached
out to open Barrymore's door, thrilled with
knowing that she had $18,000 left after she paid
the mortuary to burn that son of a bitch. Perhaps
they stood silently and let her pass because they
sensed in a deep-down, soul-connected way that
Emma had earned her mink.

Lori Phillips-Young is an old theatre major who is
continuing to play. Her goal? Brown feet ... (In
reality, she is a graduate student in creative
writing at Wright State University, however for
Lori reality can be a rather treacherous thing.)
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Nude Series II

Christine Peterson

Christine Peterson

Christine Peterson is a senior at Wright State
University and will graduate in March with a
B.F.A. in printmaking and drawing.
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Parachute Landing
Gina Bergamino
before you jump
mount harness
across stomach
check canopy
mouth-lock
adjust risers
rip cord
leg straps
and helmet
push off
on command
count aloud
spread eagle
limbs
arch back
above clouds
parachute
stripes rainbow
paints sky
round shoulders
score target
like the feel
of cold wind
against face
land low
in field
hit roll
recover run
this is the
world
you live
for.

Elevator Cables
Gina Bergamino
I hang to your every word
ascending
and lowering
with the shifting
of voice
I ride you
up
and down
breathless
you won't
let me off.
This is no
joyride.

Gina Bergamino's work has appeared in Black
Bear Review, New York Quarterly, Poet Lore,
and Nexus. She has also published several
chapbooks and currently lives in Wichita , Kansas.
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Ashes and Diamonds

Amy Rang

Claudia Madison

I took a chance
-and stood alone
Never before have I felt so free.

Around Every Corner
A New Beginning
Amy Rang
I have traveled through' night and day
-kicked every rock
-turned every stone
Only to find me right where I was
-Trapped in a circle of self-made
bewilderment.
The face in the mirror is that of a stranger
-My voice is not my own
I turn the corner and find that I am home
-Yet, I am still lost.

Amy Rang is a sophomore at Wright State University,
majoring in communications. She also serves as treasurer for
Wright State's chapter of Women in Communications, Inc.
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"Fred," said Janet, "if Maisie wants to wait,
then it's up to her. It is her James we're waiting on
after all." Fred grunted and looked ashamed.
"It just seems a pity to waste the cars. They
don't come cheap you know."
"Fred!" repeated Janet giving several rapid
glances at Maisie, who was waiting a few yards
away. "You take the cars back to town, we'll wait
with Maisie." Janet patted Fred's arm. "Listen,
love, Maisie' d probably appreciate just being with
the girls for a bit, so you needn't feel bad if you
and Bob go."
Fred's face brightened at the thought of an
early escape and he waved Bob over before Janet
changed her mind. James might have been his
best friend but it didn't seem decent to mourn
him in front of the women. Fred felt the sexes
should keep certain things separate, and grief
certainly fell into that category. He and Bob
would remember James in their own way back in
town.
"Got the bus fare, have you, pet?" said Fred by
way of showing he cared.
Fred and Bob were borne away in the somber
black cars. Janet and Carrie watched their
husbands with blank faces, then turned to rescue
Maisie from the inexpert comforting of Sybil.
The Drysdale Municipal Crematorium was
discretely located on the outskirts of town, which
made it certainly out of sight, but also
unfortunately not out of mind, of the local bus
company. An enterprising businessman had
placed a small cafe near the bus stop to cater to
the passengers who were faced with the two-hour
wait between buses.
"Not that it matters," said Sybil cheerfully as
the others read the timetable. "Old Jim'll be
awhile in there yet." Sybil forged ahead across the
road to the tea shop, unaware of Carrie's shocked
cries. Maisie found herself offering reassurance to
Carrie instead of receiving it. That was all right by
her. She wasn't feeling particularly upset and
Carrie's sympathy was beginning to make her feel
guilty.

"Have an eccles cake, Maisie," urged Carrie.
Maisie obediently took one and later put it on
Sybil's plate. Sybil, a robust lady, was a willing
conspirator. Carrie had begun to get teary-eyed
and was reminiscing about Maisie's wedding
day.
"It seems like it was yesterday," said Carrie
with a snuffle.
Maisie took a deep breath and spoke for the
first time in hours. "That's because nothing
happened to me since then."
During the flustered flapping that ensued,
Maisie herself was largely ignored. She turned
her head to stare out of the window. The
Crematorium was just across the road, she could
see its chimneys smoking gently. Apart from this
rather dubious sign of life the building appeared
deserted. Sybil had given the attendant a tip to
come to the cafe and tell them when James was
ready to be picked up. Under the table Maisie
began to twist her wedding ring. It and the
engagement ring had never been taken off and
her finger bore a deep groove in which the rings
nestled. Her knuckles had swollen with arthritis
in the forty years since James had placed the rings
there. Maisie looked back at the table. Her three
friends were still bickering.
"He always kept me waiting," said Maisie,
cutting through their voices. "That's how women
spend their whole lives, waiting for men. Getting
ready slowly and being five minutes late is our
small revenge."
"Oh, Maisie pet, you mustn't talk like that. You
shouldn't be bitter. You had a lovely life with
James."
"Oh, shut up, Carrie. James was a rotten
husband, she's better off without him."
"Sybil how can you be so cruel? Just because
your husband ran away, you have to criticize
everyone else's."
"You know, Janet," replied Sybil, "ever since
you took that evening class in psychology you've
lost all sense of what's right and proper. You
always were tactless but now that you think you
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know all our motives you're even worse."
Maisie, who had wanted to explain something
to her friends, waved at the waitress for another
pot of tea.
"Ooh, no love," said Sybil. "I shall need a pee
on the bus if I have any more. That bus jiggles
something awful anyway." Janet rolled her eyes
at Carrie, and Maisie giggled. Carrie and the
others turned their attention back to her. Carrie
began a pep talk about how life goes on and
Maisie smiled politely and gave her rings another
twist.
"In my class we were told that playing with
rings was a sign of insecurity in a relationship."
Janet stopped as soon as she realized what she'd
said. She got up and, muttering something about
the bathroom, hurried to the back of the cafe.
Maisie gave her rings a tug and a harder twist.
'Tm trying to get the damn things off. I'm not
James' wife anymore and I don't want to wear
these rings a minute longer."
"Right then," said Sybil practically, "we'll use
some soap once Janet's out of the loo."
"Are you sure?" said Carrie with a bewildered
look. "Maisie, you ' ll feel terrible about this later."
"Quite sure, thank you, Carrie. Now that I've
done my duty by James my life is just beginning."
"That's the spirit, we two single ladies are
going to have a high old time now. It always was
a case of pearls before swine with you and James.
I could never fathom why you married him."
"Well, he asked," said Maisie weakly," and
he'd already bought the ring and I felt too sorry
for him to say no. The ring seemed so expensive
back then too." Maisie ruefully displayed her
cheap engagement ring. It was a thin band of gold
with a few tiny diamond chips-time had worn it
even thinner. Sybil shook her head doubtfully.
"They might need cutting free, they're that
tight."
''I'll get them off, don't worry," said Maisie,
getting up and heading for the ladies room. Janet
sidled by her with an embarrassed smile.
"Look, there's that young man from the
Crem." Sybil waved energetically at him. "Yoo
hoo! Over here! "
The not-so-young assistant obligingly crossed
the road and delivered a discretely boxed
package to Sybil.
"Still warm," commented Sybil. "Thanks, lad,
have a sticky bun?" The "lad" refused Sybil's
kind offer and left the cafe hastily. As the door
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swung behind him Maisie came out of the loo and
back to the table.
"I got them off. Is that James?"
"Yes, that's him." Maisie picked up the box
and, out of respect for Carrie's feelings, she
restrained herself from giving it an experimental
shake. There was an awkward silence around the
table.
"Look," said Janet in relief, "there's a bus
coming. What good timing. Quick, Carrie, you're
the fastest-get over there and hold it for us."
Carrie scuttled over the road in a curious
sideways manner and the other three followed in
a more decorous fashion.
As the bus moved down the hill towards
Drysdale, Carrie resumed her comforting chatter.
Janet put her foot in it again and Sybil invited
Maisie for a girl's night out. Maisie stared out of
the window and picked at the tape around James'
box. She counted the stops until the others got off.
At last she was left alone for the final three stops
before her street. The tape peeled back easily after
her earlier work and Maisie stealthily looked
around the bus. There were no passengers near
her. She removed James' urn from the cardboard
and set to work on the lid. As her aching fingers
pried at the top she relished her solitude.
Platitudes, thought Maisie. Platitudes and cliches.
My whole life I've lived by them as if they were a moral
code. The lid came free and Maisie looked in.
Gray. Gray ashes.· Gray as life. Life was ashes
with just a few sparkling chips of diamond, like
the lure of a ring. Maisie dropped her rings into
the ashes of her husband. She gave them a gentle
shake to mix them in. The ashes made a dry
rustling sound like a ghostly maraca. "Ashes to
ashes," said Maisie. "There, James, you've got
what you thought was important about me and
you can keep it. My life was ashes and now it's
going to be diamonds."
Maisie neatly put the lid back on the urn and
got off the bus at the corner of her street. She left
her husband under a seat of the #37 bus.

Claudia Madison is from England and has
been living in the United States for three years .
She is currently in her first year of graduate
study in English at Wright State University.

Breath
Deborah Lukjanovs
She stands as close
as his bedrails allow,
Moving white nurse fingers
through wisps of gray.
She presses close;
Her lips pass red words
to him through white air.
His pale lips move with hers;
His brow melts and softens.
His legs are gone, his sad wife too.
Home for supper her first night in ten,
and so she is his wife tonight.
She will breathe with him until his breath
trails off
She will kiss his dry lips
goodbye.
She catches his sliver of spirit
with her delicate mouth
Inhales him, tastes him in her heart.
His chest heaves once and stills
under her breasts, and she
Straightens, her white hand
Trailing across his stillness
to press his slowing heart.

Deborah Lukjanovs is a graduate teaching assistant
at Wright State University, who will soon be
finished with her degree and looking for work.
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Colorado Mandala

Barbara Edwards-Aldrich

Barbara Edwards-Aldrich

Bold
white acrylic
beams her name from
gritty
ecru stucco
laced with green moss.
What emotion
stippled her name
in the alley?
Did a lover
proclaim his heart,
or did a foe
design her shame?
Does she wear the
heavens' warm kiss,
lighting hearts, or
does she make a
tallow candle,
like Nell lighting
Ephesian kitchens?

Captured by a
thin white circle,
scarlet mountains
ring the valley
sheltered by the
black concave
semicircle
holding three moons.

A Private Wilderness
Barbara Edwards-Aldrich
Poised on the edge
of a private wilderness,
I sense your approach
before your footsteps
whisper across the carpet
and your soft song
sweeter to me
than Krishna's flute
to Radharings above the raucous din
of our species.
Startled by a feeling
akin to fear,
my heart leaps
but cannot run.

Barbara Edwards-Aldrich is going for her M.A. in
English, with the creative writing option, at Wright State
University. She received her B.A. in English at Ohio
University and currently works as a library technician at
Southern State Community College in Hillsboro.
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Emerging from a
Cold, Empty Room

Pulling Off the Road

Chris Corwin

Linda Foss

There are no windows.
When the voice comes
it can go nowhere but into me.
"Wake up."
I pull the sheet back. The cold closes
around my body like a cold sea.
"Get up."
Words of refusal freeze on my lips
before I can speak, then disappear.
I walk out to the kitchen,
look into the sink and stare
into the stale tea staining the porcelain.
My feet chill to the
patterns of lime flowers
on the pale, yellow linoleum.
I pass through the doorless alcove
into the living room where dawn is.
There are no curtains.
I kiss morning before it really comes.
(Is this my wife white on the couch,
or no one?) I look out the window
at confused deflections of light
colorless off fog, touch
my bare chest and fingernails
pull skin back off it,
letting my ribs like brittle
eyes call out to Christ etched
so unclearly on the sky,
the only crowning to hope in
their tight insane room.

Chris Convin is a graduate of San Francisco State
University and currently lives in Berkeley, California. His
work will soon appear in Salt Lick and Hawaii Review.
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A polished silver Volvo turned down
Mackelhenny Road and sped past the cow. Its
driver turned his well-groomed head and saw the
cow chewing on a great plastic bag. He turned his
head back to the road and pressed the accelerator,
wondering if his wire had remembered this time
to lock all of the doors to their house. She was so
flighty and unconcerned about what was
important.
He and his wife had met for supper in Dry
Spring, Texas, after work and were driving home
in their separate cars after consuming their fill of
enchiladas and margaritas. Married eight years,
they had run out of conversation and
concentrated instead on the meal. Doug worked
for an oil company as an engineer. Moe worked
weekend shifts, an R.N. for a hospital in the city.
The rest of the week, she spent at home near Dry
Spring, shaping the wilderness in their rural yard
and painting pictures of wild flowers and great
blue herons. Doug spent the weekends when Moe
was at work cutting the grass, putting out ant
poi on, and digging up the wild yuccas Moe so
admired. The yuccas were a long standing sore
point between them that led to a tired argument
that still dug deep. The yuccas stuck Doug in the
leg like needles.
Moe went to church on Tuesdays or on Fridays
occasionally and believed in things Doug never
even thought about. She had gone to two Catholic
churches, a Presbyterian church, an Episcopalian
church, a synagogue, and two Baptist churches.
Doug went one Sunday a month to an up-and
coming Baptist Church where all the men wore
suits, the women wore heels, and the seats and
choir were upholstered in a chemical shade of
blue. Two times a year, he went to Sunday school.
Doug had been a forest ranger in California
when they met. Moe fell for the uniform, his easy
fit in the wild, and the smell of evergreen
whenever her nose brushed against his face.
Doug had never met the wilderness in a woman
before and succumbed despite his certainty that
women were supposed to make you clean your

plate and keep you out of mischief. It wasn't until
they were married, out of school, and successful
that Doug started locking all the doors and
turning on the outside lights at night. When he
took off his work slacks at 6:30 pm, he hung them
up in his closet where his pants were lined up in
military order. He reversed the hanger, the open
end of the hook facing him, to indicate these were
soiled. The short-sleeved shirts he wore most of
the year were to the right of the slacks, the long
sleeved shirts were to the left.
When Moe and Doug played Trivial Pursuit,
Doug put each piece of the pie he earned into the
place that corresponded precisely with the game
board. He arranged Moe's pieces for her too since
she'd just stick them any which way. Doug
tightened the lids on the Food Club Mustard and
the Barna Peach Preserves to where she needed a
knife to help pry them open.
Moe knew Doug was unhappy, he never
laughed with her anymore. It was as though the
real world of business had hardened some tender
and gentle part of him. Whenever she mentioned
the situation, he created five more chores for
himself to do with a chasmic furrow on his brow.
"Lighten up, Doug!" she was forever exclaiming
in her thoughts. Moe left Doug alone to work it
out, and poured her threatening wildness into
paint.
Moe's faded blue VW bug followed a shiny
black Isuzu truck, sixty seconds behind Doug.
The truck turned onto Mackelhenny, widely
missing his lane, the back end of the truck tracing
an arc across the yellow line before straightening.
As she watched the driver, Moe wondered idly
whether he was drunk, or unfamiliar with the
road, or what. He drove with a kind of wild
innocence of driving habits, like a kid in a
bumper car. He sped ahead of her and around a
curve, out of her view.
She had accelerated the bug to 50 miles per
hour before she saw it, then it was past. She had
to look in her rear-view mirror to take her second
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look. Sure enough, there was a cow along the
barbed wi re fe nce, methodically chewing up a
huge plastic bag.
Moe drove on. The cow was long past now, but
Moe could still see the cow, calmly chewing as
though plastic bags beat alfalfa any day. Moe felt
a seed of concern sprout into full-grown anxiety.
Moe could see the plastic getting into the cow's
stomach, stopping her digestion, plugging up all
her outlets. She had read James H erriot' s books
several times over, and now a w ord he had used
came to her, "rumen." The cow 's rumen might be
affected! The next gravel d riveway she saw, she
pulled in and turned around .
She pressed the gas pedal and took off. She
was aware of a sense of lightness. The road
looked prettier going in this direction, away from
the house. The sunset lit the ground so that every
blade of grass shone wi th its own burnished light.
She rounded the curve and the cow w as to her
left, still chewing. Moe pulled off the side of the
road, tu rned off th e engine, and opened her car
door. At the unfamiliar sound, the cow looked at
her with round liquid eyes and stopped chewing.
Moe waited for another car to pass, then crossed
the road over to the barbed wire fence. The cow
backed up a few feet, the bag still in her mouth.
The cow couldn't make off with it completely,
Moe saw, because the other end of the bag was
caught in a bramble. Made of heavyweight
plastic, the bag may once have covered a new
mattress, it was that big and tough. Now, it had a
coa ting of green growth, algae here and there
from being out for so long.
Moe picked up the sodden mass and gave a
slow pull. The cow's mouth opened. She looked
surprised, like a club lady in a restaurant whose
water glass had ju st been drained by a stranger.
Moe could just hear the "I beg your pardon! "
Moe pulled a length of plastic from deep inside
the cow's throa t until all of the bag was back on
the road side of the fence. Moe looked at the bag.
The chunk the cow had been working was like a
wad of chewed up gum, gray and glistening with
saliva.
Moe became aware of the heavy approach of
other animals. She looked up and saw a whole
crowd of cattle, right up along the fence, pressing
against each other, pressing against the fence to
get to Moe. One mooed at her, then another. Moe
staggered back, caught off balance in the heated
undertow of their lowing. She put her hands on
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her hips and smiled at them all. What in the
world did they want of her? She felt a rush of
affection for those cows. She felt appreciative for
the distraction, for the pause in real time, for
standing at that very spot at that very moment in
the light before dusk.
She heard the sound of a vehicle slowing down
and turned to see that it was the shiny new black
Isuzu truck. She thought, that guy didn 't know
where he was going and now he' s going to ask for
directions. He pulled off the road, right in front of
her bug, and spoke through the open window, "I
see you beat me to it."
Moe paused . "What?"
"I wa s afraid she might suffocate or
something," he said, nodding toward the cows.
"Oh," she said, realizing he had come back for
the same reason as she had, "I thought it might
get hung up in her stomach."
She thought, who else would pull off on the
side of the road to do this kind of thing. They
looked at each other. Moe saw a dark-haired guy,
handsome in an· irregular way. He looked kind of
untouched, smooth-skinned to be a person who
would think about a cow's point of view at all.
She figured out he must have decided to turn
back a lot farther along the road than she had. As
he continued to look, she flushed. What would he
think of her, this wild-haired woman in shorts
and a wrinkled shirt, standing with her legs
planted firmly on the ground, her hands on her
hips. They smiled. She wanted to say something,
to recognize what he had done, but did not know
what to say. She turned back to face the cows, and
he turned his wheel sharply to get himself back
on the road.
She drove home a little more slowly than
usual, enjoying the brief feeling of connection
with another person. Moe calculated that he
might have been ten years younger than she was,
explaining the untouched look. She realized that
she really wasn't as young as he was anymore.
She was still driving slowly, about 40 miles per
hour, when she reached her turnoff four miles
later. That's how she knew that he must have
been waiting for her, looking for her, because she
caught up with him without even trying. Moe
saw him slowly driving down the turnoff to Big
Sky, her neighborhood, as though waiting to see
where she would go. Moe followed him. He was
still within view as he turned into his driveway,
just past the turnoff to her street. He could see

w here she turned, and she could see where he
turn ed . There was something satisfying about it
all, like discovering she wasn't the only kid living
in Big Sky.
Doug spoke as she walked into their bedroom,
"Did you stop for gas or something?" She told
him about how she had seen the cow eating a
plastic bag, and how she had turned around to
get the bag away. Doug was used to hearing
stori es like thi s, and Moe didn't expect much of a
reacti on, so she was surprised to see a look of
interest and maybe even approval on Doug's face.
Encouraged, she spoke of the erratic black truck
she had seen. When she was finished, Doug said,
"You mea n this guy had come back to get the
plastic bag, too?" Moe nodded. She saw Doug's
eyes open. And then she saw something funny, a
mixture of desire and regret on Doug's face. He
didn' t make a sarcastic joke. He said, "That's
really something."

Moe sat on the mattress and watched Doug
take off his work clothes. He put on a t-shirt that
had been washed so many times it was
translucent. It had a picture of Mount Shasta on it,
faded to a memory. "Remember the cattle that
grazed in the National Forest?" Doug asked,
pulling on some cutoffs. "Remember the morning
we looked out of our tent, and a cow was looking
in on us, chewing her cud?" He sat next to her on
the mattress, side by side, not touching. They
looked out of their bedroom window on their
own acre of wilderness.
"Remember," Moe said. "Remember the hike
that spring at Lake Louise? Remember the snows
were melting? Remember the thunder you could
hear when the shelves of snow and ice came
tumbling down?"

Linda Foss currently lives in Austin, Texas.
More of her work will soon appear in The
Panhandler and The Escapist.
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Ed Abel, Union Gospel Mission, Helper, Utah

Untitled

Scott Cooper

Scott Cooper
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Untitled
James Heller Levinson
Unemployment board tell
BAD BOY he no longer

qualify due to
lack of ap
plication Bad Boy
being sued by three
ex-girlfriends for
child support
his motorcycle don't work
his boot heels worn down
he three months behind
on his rent
Bad Boy reflect that
when horses
afflicted by nuisances
they
swish their tails

=----

Untitled
James Heller Levinson
Barbara in
formed BAD
BOY she
liked it
on the
floor on
all fours
liked to
be de
meaned hu
miliated Bad
Boy altered
his pers
onality profile
vacuumed the
carpet be
fore she
came over

James Heller Levinson 's work has appeared in
Synaesthesia, Poetry Motel, Conditioned
Response, and Nexus. His novel, Another line,
was recently published by Watermark Press.
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Nietzsche

Shades and Holes
Mark T. Conard
In the room next to mine resided an old man.
Covering his window was a jet black, pull-down shade
with small, geometrical figures cut in it, in no dis
cernible order or pattern. In my room, I had a similar
type of blind, yet mine was completely intact, and when
in use allowed no wondering eyes nor any light to enter
my space. When I finally approached the old man about
his unusual window covering, he simply laughed and
replied: "Yes, I know the shade has holes in it, but
then so does the window."

Mark T. Conard
And so we danced and sang,
drunk as we were.
Nietzsche was there doing
his imitation of Dionysus.
I told him that I loved him
for who he was and what he
said-and didn't say. As
explosive and caustic as he
was, he certainly knew how
to be silent like the best of
them when decorum suggested.
He laughed and embraced me
in his madness.
I laughed with him; we were
like brothers, only better.

The Beacon
Mark T. Conard
The beacon shone incessantly, cutting through the
darkness as a cold, bright razor does through the sinews
of a freshly slaughtered carcass. Lost and lonely travelers
filled with trepidation from the obscuring jet blanket
found hope and security in the single burning eye. Then
one night the light was not there, and all the wayfarers
could ponder was what they would do without it.

I heard someone say: "behold
the man!" and in my joy I
cried: "He is no man, he is
dynamite!"
God it was beautiful.

Mark T. Conard lives in Philadelphia.
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The Van Gogh Purchases

The Watchman's Wake

Charles H. Renning

Lori Phillips-Young

To see the world the way he saw it,
even though absinthe leaded eyes-as now with these
would be to hold each part intact, to be responsible
for it. Here in reverence on the palette squeezed
are love's restored audacities, one man complete,
with rage of blossoms from the bitter bark;
from crows, a feast; from each countenance, a friend
with light; from painted altars, souls ascending
see! how their voluptuous passings brim the stars!
ow the arbiters of reason's checkbooks,
perhaps, themselves, harsh takers of land, their peoples
held in tribute, will claim for price a pauper's relics,
the jewelled excrescence of a lover's eyes;
men who add to their investments, world, but sight
unseen. By whose conveyance all who love are mad.

Charles H. Renning is a retired auto trimmer who has
returned to his early literary interests. His work has
appeared in The Humanist, The Villager, Arizona
Quarterly, Classical Outlook, and Northland
Quarterly. He rnrrently lives in Santa Rosa, California.

I was nine years old when my cousin Mary
went insane. The word schizophrenia meant
nothing to my brother and me. We played with
her title like the Christmas paperweight my
grandmother kept on her mantle. We tossed it,
turned it, and let the mysteriousness of the word
snow down upon us as we raced through
Grandma's house, sliding the word in and out of
our mouths in secret, shallow whispers-schizo
schizo. Mary was nineteen and lost forever; we
were children and could not understand how a
word could make her different.
On Sundays, the three of us would play hide
n-go-seek together in Grandma's house and when
Mary found us she would kiss our foreheads and
tell us our fortunes. I was always going to be the
captain of a pirate ship and my brother John
would be a nurse. He'd cry and scream, "That's
not fair! I'm the boy!" but Mary would just laugh
and tilt her head to one side and say in a low and
sad voice, "B ut, John, to heal the wound you must
wear white and stay open to the possibility that
we all have been wrong for two thousand years."
Her words made no sense, but then she would
pull John on to her lap and count his fingers in
pig-Latin and he would laugh and forgive her for
making so foolish a mistake. Boys are always
pirates, girls were always nurses, we all knew
that.
Secretly, I was thrilled with my fortune. I
couldn't bear the thought of being a girl with only
one path before me. I saw myself as a sort of a
good and kind Captain Hook, a pirate that loved
the ingeniou Indians and nasty little boys that
teased me. I knew that I had sacrificed my hand
not to the crocodile but to a flame that threatened
to engulf the Indian I loved most. Each night, at
the foot of my bed, I relived the drama where I
had lost my hand.
The dinghy that glided upon the mirror blue
water next to my ship was set on fire as a
practical prank by the Indians, but they had failed
to see that the beautiful Tiger Lilly had been
hiding in the bow. "Reach up! Reach up and give

me your hand," I called. Out, out over the edge of

11:Y red chenille bedspread I stretched to save the
brave Tiger Lilly. There in my hand, at last, I felt
her small brown hand. I pulled and pulled and
tossed her high up into the air and she landed
safely on the deck of my boat.
But the drama did not end there. The fire
licked at the lace that hung from my flannel
nightgown and I knew that the purple velvet
pirate's doublet would soon be a cinder. So I
smothered the flames with my left hand until the
hand melted away from my body. I stood on top
of my bed crying not for the hand I had lost but
c~ying ~or the loss of Tiger Lilly. The ungrat~ful
Tiger Lilly had run away without a word of
thanks. A hand and a heart snuffed out in a sea of
r~d chenille. I wanted to be that noble suffering
pirate for the rest of my life.
My grandmother owned a duplex and when
the other half was vacated by those "lying,
thieving Gypsies" she insisted my aunt and uncle
m?ve in so that would she would be there to help
with what she called Mary's necessities. The next
Sunday when we came to visit, Mary was there
sitting in the white porch swing on her half of the
porch. Swinging and singing to her feet. It was a
strange little song about five sad little birds
caught in a tennis shoe cage with white shoelaces
threading their missing eyes together. One day,
she sang, one day she was going to hang them
from the tall weeping willow tree in Grandma's
backyard. My mother pushed John and I into
Grandma's living room and wouldn't let us out to
play until Aunt Nina had gotten Mary off the
porch. When the swing's chains quit crying in the
large gray eyebolts in the ceiling we were told to
go play out and play quietly under the tree.
"Your cousin Mary is terribly tired and needs
to rest. John, have you heard a word that I have
been saying to you, young man?" My mother's
soft brown eyes narrowed on my brother's face.
John was just standing there playing with his
Donald Duck belt. Her false mother anger was
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out of place, John was really being abnormally
quiet for a six-year-old.
"Mom .. .," I wanted to tell her we knew Mary
was different and that we' d be good, but she cut
me off.
"Don' t start, Wendy Jo. Just do as you are told.
I want you to make sure John is quiet and
respectful of your cousin's need for a good nap.
Do you understand?"
"Of course she understands. She and John
know what's going on more than you give them
credit for." My grandmother had stepped into the
kitchen and had heard my mother's instructions.
"Run on out and take John to play, Wendy.
Dinner will be a while, so you two go work up a
good appetite. Run on now." As John and I raced
down the stairs I could hear Grandma talking to
my mom.
"Jean, you can't pretend that Mary will be tired
for the rest of her life."
I guess I knew even then that my mother was
afraid . Aunt ina was my mother's only sister
and I think she must have wondered if Nina's
only child had gone insane what would happen
to me or John. Maybe we carried the deadly
potential to lose our minds as well. After Mary
was diagnosed as a schizo, my mother would sit
in her rocking chair and try to crochet, but sooner
or later she would stop the delicate little fishing
movements and stop to stare out the window.
I walked up behind her once and rested my
hand on her shoulder. I didn't want to startle her;
I wanted to go over to Lizzie's house to play
Barbies. I thought if I could touch her softly I
could bring her back to the living room. She
didn't jump like she was startled, but quicker
than I had ever seen her move, she grabbed my
hand and kissed it. ot one of those mindless
little be-a-good-child kisses but a long and
desperate kiss as if I was going away and she
would miss me terribly. I couldn't move. She
stroked my hand and turned it over so that she
could place another long and loving kiss in the
palm of my Captain Hook hand.
There were many Sundays over the next six
months when Mary would be up from her nap so
that we could play and dance and sing our
nonsense songs and have her tell our fortunes.
She always told us what we would be when we
were big. One Sunday I realized that I had never
asked Mary what she wanted to be when she
grew up.
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It was the weekend before Thanksgiving and

there was a furious breeze blowing the dying
crimson and yellow leaves around the foot of
Grandma's porch. We had been bundled up and
sent outside for being too rambunctious. Mary' s
long thin arms were wrapped in Uncle Mike's
faded blue wool car coat.
"I want to be in television," Mary sang out
grandly. Her hands were red and chapped
looking as she stood at the head of the back porch
stairs and pointed and posed and pretended she
was Johnny Carson interviewing the stars. John
and I sat on the sidewalk and pretended we were
the audience and we would clap and laugh
whenever Mary would throw us the secret look,
which was the audience's cue to react to what she
and the stars were talking about. We thought she
was the cleverest girl in all the world because she
knew how to talk to the stars and how to answer
all those questions with a different voice for each
star. She must have stood in that back porch
studio for over an hour entertaining us before
Aunt Nina looked out the kitchen window. That
was the first and last time we were allowed to
play Johnny Carson.
In those days, before her condition grew
worse, we could actually carry on a conversation
with her. Many of the things she said were
nonsense but they all sounded like real ideas and
we were happy to go into Mary's imagination and
play grown-up. The times she did say normal
things, things that we could understand, she
always sounded so sad, like she knew she was
going away soon and wanted to leave a real part
of herself behind for us to remember.
Her eyes were like my mother's, warm, brown,
and intense. l always felt like I could look at Mary
and see myself as a grown-up girl. On the days
she was real, her long blond hair would stay
obediently braided in a long ponytail that
Grandma insisted on doing for her every
morning. On her more fantastic days, long wispy
strands of hair would work loose and frame her
long slender face. I thought she looked like
Rapunzel when she leaned on the rail of the porch
to watch John and I playing in the leaves or watch
us make snow angels in the freshly fallen snow .
We'd scream, "Rapunzel, Rapunzel," but she
never left the porch. She would patiently pace the
concrete slab from her door to Grandma's again
and again and sing her songs but she never left
the porch.

Eventually, she got worse. Her delusions
became annoying. She wasn't any fun to be with
on Sundays. The last fortune she told me was that
I would grow up and marry a beer-maker and be
somebody's plain old mother." And," she said,
picking away at some unseen lint on her skirt,
"more than likely all four of your children would
look like someone else and leave you in a rest
home to die when you are very old." I hated her. I
hated her for making me normal. I hated her for
robbing me of the chance to be the pirate I wanted
to be.
"Schizo .. . stupid schizo," I would mutter under
my breath when Mary would sit and swing and
make up her stupid songs about the death of
trees. It was springtime and she sang of death.
The world was green and the purple lilac bushes
were smothering us in a holy perfume and she
was singing about dead trees and dirty sneakers.
Schizo.
Before the end of school, I signed up for the
summer reading program at the local library. If I
could read one hundred books I could be a blue
ribbon reader, earn a certificate of achievement,
and win a picture dictionary. Suddenly reading
became my passion, everywhere I went I carried
the yellow plastic book bag the library had given
me. It was filled with adventures that carried me
beyond my stupid old yard and way beyond
Grandma's creaky dumb old porch swing. Those
books gave me a life as fascinating as Mary's first
fortune. othing could keep me from my goal of
reading those one hundred books. To possess that
dictionary, to own the power and magic of all
those words consumed me.
It was the last week of the contest and I was
sitting at the end of Grandma's kitchen table
reading when Mary came over and knocked at
the screen door. "Stupid schizo, better not bother
me," I muttered under my breath.
"Wendy Jo, let your cousin in." My
?randmother was making homemade strawberry
Jam from the berries we had picked and frozen
early in the spring. Now she was busy pouring
paraffin over the tops of the first batch of jam to
seal the dazzling red fruit away from germs. I
turned my book over on the table to mark my
place and reluctantly walked to the screen.
"I need to talk to you, Captain," Mary was
being fantastic.
"I can't play today, Mary, I'm reading a book."
I let her in and deliberately let the door slam to

see if that would shake her up. Nothing. Nothing
could reach her in the fantastic place she had
created for herself. I turned my back on her and
started back to the table. My grandmother was
setting the first jars of hot jam on a tiny ledge at
the head of the cellar stairway where they could
cool off in their own time, away from the sticky
sweet heat of the kitchen.
"Wendy, dear, will you hand me those other
jam jars? Be careful now, they're terribly hot." I
bit my lower lip until a salty taste ran in my
mouth. I wanted to read my book.
"Listen, Captain, I need your help. I want my
job back. I need my job." Mary's hair was
dangling in her face and she had this wild and
panicked look that I had never seen before. She
stepped in front of me and I had to push past her
to get to the counter where Grandma had left the
other jars.
"Mary, honey, let Wendy alone now, she's
helping me." Grandma was standing down on the
second step of the stairs, sliding the jars of jam
back, back along the ledge. That cool, musty,
ancient cellar smell was inching into the kitchen,
creeping slowly into the sweetness of
Grandmother's kitchen.
"I can't, I really can't. Don't you see? She's let
me go. What will I do? Captain ... " I had two jars
of jam in my hands when she grabbed me.
"I need you to understand .. .! need my job."
Mary grabbed me and shook my shoulders. I
dropped the jar I held in my right hand. The hot
sticky jam and liquid white paraffin covered my
left hand and I heard my grandmother cry out.
The red hot pain didn't find me right away and in
a blind rage I grabbed Mary's shirt and yelled
right into her face.
"You can probably get a night watchman's job
at the looney bin, you stupid schizo! Look what
you've done!" The rage broke as the pain shot
through my hand. My grandmother put her arms
around me and hurried me to the sink and began
to run cold water over my hand. In a blur of
activity, she plugged the sink and went to the
freezer for two trays of ice which she cracked into
the cool water.
"Stupid schizo, stupid schizo," I moaned as I
saw the white pillow blisters billow out from
under the fiery ice caps of hardened paraffin on
my red, flaming red hand.
"That's enough Wendy. It was an accident. Be
still now, getting upset will only make things
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worse. Shh ... shh." My grandmother took the thin
cotton dish towel next to the sink and dipped it in
the cool water to wash away my tears. The room
was thick with the sickening sweet smell of
strawberry jam and the dirty gassy smell from the
cellar. The kitchen was strangely silent except for
the sound of the water being sloshed over my
scalded hand. When Mary started moving around
my anger boiled up again and I desperately
wanted to turn around and scream at her again to
shock her into the shame of what she had done,
but I knew my grandmother wouldn't tolerate it. I
lowered my head and tried to concentrate on
making the pain go away. Mary came and slipped
her arm around me. Her long, thin fingers clasped
me firmly . I turned, expecting to see her soft
brown eyes begging forgiveness, I expected an
apology.
"Aye, Captain. A night watchman's job is a
good idea. I'll remember that." Mary looked at
me but I knew she couldn't see me. She turned
and ilently, so silently, walked to the screen door
and stepped out.
"Oh, Grandma," I turned and buried my head
in her soft bosom. My tears rained down in the
garden of lilies she had had embroidered on her
apron. "Oh, Grandma, will I go insane like Mary,
too?"

. . .
Mary walked off the porch that day. Gladys,
the head cashier of the A&P, called Grandma to
say that Mary had found her way to the store and
that she would be safe until someone came to get
her. Mary was in the health and beauty aids
section where she had taken all the hair brushes
out of their packages. She was sitting in the
middle of the aisle brushing her hair, silently
brushing her hair with a pink brush that had
silver-shiny star bits of glitter imbedded in the
handle. Old Mr. Fred, the store manager, had the
stock boys put up Wet Floor signs at both ends of
the aisle so Mary could sit and brush her hair in
peace. My Grandma said that when she and Aunt
Nina walked up to Mary she was just sitting there
smiling and brushing her hair. Grandma said
Mary was very, very calm when Aunt Nina
stooped down low and touched her tenderly on
the shoulder.
"Mary, honey.' .. Mary, what are you doing?"
"Why, I'm getting ready for my new job. My
new job."

Herm
Michael Hathaway
Herm retired six years ago
from 30 years as pressman.
He still walks to the Tribune,
makes his rounds every day.
At 9:30 am sharp,
he starts out in the pressroom,
then on to composing, circulation,
and advertising,
smiling, waving and joking.
You can hear, "Hi Herm!"
as he flows through the building
as we assure him of his existence,
Yes Herm, you are a
short little round retired man.
You exist.
We all love you.
He goes home fulfilled
& can smile for the rest of the day.

Michael Hathaway lives in Great Bend, Kansas,
and is the editor of the Chiron Review.
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Melba's Cocktail

Melba

Michael Hathaway

Michael Hathaway

every time we took a shopping trip
to Great Bend, Melba would ask me
to stop at Hejny' s liquor store
on the way out of town.
i' d help her up the steps

with her complaining about
the lack of a handrail
though she was spry for 90.
she'd look around the store,
ask questions about the different liquors
but always settle on
6 bottles of Popov or Smirnoff vodka.
the clerk rang them up
and as she paid, she'd explain,
"I have a little cocktail
every night with my salad,
just a medicine cupful in some fruit juice.
The Mayo Clinic told me to do this
once a day, so it's medical.
It's deductible."

Melba is a lady
who sat with Andrea Kostelanetz
in the audience
when an unknown George Gershwin
and "Rhapsody in Blue"
made their world debut
in a little New York City
basement theater in 1926
Melba is a lady
who went galloping across a desert
on a camel in her seventi1:"
to see the pyramids
when she visited Egypt
Melba is a lady
who taught piano for 70 years,
she taught hundreds of children
to respect themselves
and to deal with life head-on,
with tolerance, with grace,
with quiet knowing
Melba is a lady
who now lies in a hospital bed
under a chalkboard
where some nurse has written
in big green letters,
"Refer to 'urinate' or 'bm'
as 'toilet'-she understands
it better as 'toilet' ."
for all her visitors to see.
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Icicles Which Melt on Glass
Milan Djordjevic
translated by ina Zivancevic
To be icicles as they melt on glass.
To be darkness which at dawn fades away.
To disappear in an ocean scorched by the Tropics
or which is frozen by transparency of the Antarctic.
To disappear in the uniqueness of Tuesday.
To burn in gasoline. To be a drop of iodine
in a glass of water. To be in a New York night.
To be car's lights, soda's bubbles.

To lift weight
Jovan Zivlak
translated by Nina Zivancevic
to be pensive (pleasure).
but there is no hand to move
all those sentences.
I know a useful story.
This time I will not tell it.
enough of wandering.
I have to roll up the sleeves
lift weight
and take it out
somewhere.

To sleep. To become Labrador's moss.
To be an orange fungus over a naked rock,
as well as a shimmering opal and phosphorus.
To be asleep. Without those cliffs and fissures
To become nebulae. And a crust made of basalt.
To be a night bird. Forever bound at the edge of flame.

MIian Djordjevic and Jovan Zivlak live in Serbia,
Yugoslavia, and are recognized poets of a new
generation. Nina Zivancevic currently lives in New
York City. Her work has recently appeared in Nexus.
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Desert Rose
Milan Djordjevic
translated by Nina Zivancevic
High on cocaine, glittery buildings
made of glass burst apart, light feathers snows down,
black grave, my white city,
hot July scatters dry snowflakes.
High on cocaine, pine needles
pierce my hands
the way frost and sparks pierce the night.
High on cocaine, I wipe these hands.
I turn them into blueberry's blood.
Frightened by the sun, I crawl like
a snail, and a sapphire desert rose,
resembling a flu,
grows within my flesh.

Getaway Vacation
Gerald Bernbom
one
I' m walking south along the boardwalk on
Miami Beach. It's eleven o'clock, Friday morning,
the day after Thanksgiving. I haven't slept for
thirty hours, since yesterday morning. But I feel
alert, can see everything quite clearly, the way
someone might who walks away unhurt from a
car wreck or a convenience store shooting.
The boardwalk and the beach are almost
deserted. On one side of me is the wide sand,
beyond it the blue-green sea. On the other side
are swimming pools and chain-link fences-the
back sides of resort hotels that stretch along the
beach as far as I can see. Close in, along the
boardwalk, are tall, stiff weeds-a kind of scrub
grass growing from the sand.
two

I came to Florida to get away from Louise.
Yesterday morning, while we waited for her
mother and father to arrive for Thanksgiving
dinner, Louise told me she had slept with Darrel
Wilson. She said he worked at the Starlite Lanes
in Franklin Park, where her bowling team played
on Tuesday nights.
"It was only once," she said. "One time in
October."
She was at the sink, rinsing her hands under a
thin stream of water.
"I don't know what it means," she said. "I
wanted to, that's all."
I didn't ask her why, or where, or why she told
me. I went to the living room, tuned the television
s:t to a Thanksgiving Day parade, and while
giant balloon in the shape of cartoon animals
floated on the TV screen I watched the empty
street outside our house. I was very still, like a
hunter, waiting for something to move.
At dinner we kept running up against it.
Louise's parents talked about their anniversary
that was coming in January.
"Coral," her father said. "It's coral for thirty
five years."

Later, when Louise's mother was out of the
room, her father said, 'Tm going to take Marie
someplace where coral grows in the sea."
"Where?" asked Louise.
"It's a secret," her father said, tapping the tines
of his fork on the edge of his plate. "You know
how to keep a secret?"
He waited, but Louise didn't answer.
"You don't tell anyone," he said.
three
The sky above Miami Beach is overcast, but
hazy bright in a way that makes me squint.
Everything seems tired and worn out. On the
back of one hotel the stucco paint is peeled away,
exposing gray cinderblock underneath. Behind
another, wooden lounge chairs, painted turquoise
and white, are stacked and crisscrossed, showing
broken slats, cracked and twisted frames.
From the boardwalk at 43rd Street, I see two
men on the beach. They stand face to face, their
heads down, not looking at each other. They're
too far away for me to hear anything they say, but
after eleven years on the Chicago police force I
can tell, from the way they stand, that it's
something they would rather no one else knew.
The taller man looks up and sees me. He says
something and looks out at the water; they both
look out at the water. Three pelicans in bomber
formation, their wings still, skim just above the
surface of the sea. Then the smaller man turns
his gaze moves along the boardwalk and stops
he looks up at me, smiles in my direction, and
waves.

four
Last night, when everyone was gone and the
dishes cleared and the leftovers put away, I got
my service revolver from the trunk of my car
where I kept it locked when I was off duty. Louise
was in the living room. I had seen her there, lying
on the couch, her eyes shut, a beer can resting on
her stomach.
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five
I picked Miami Beach because there was a cold
rain falling and freezing on the roads as I drove to
the airport last night. But also, and even more, I
picked it because Miami Beach is someplace that
Louise has never been and has always wanted to
go to.
six
There are wooden benches every few hundred
feet along the boardwalk. Some of them have
roofs, so you can rest out of the sun. And some
have pay phones, so you can call a cab or maybe
an ambulance if you think you're having a heart
attack. It's true about Miami Beach; nearly
everyone is old.
At 38th Street I stop near two old people, a
man and a woman, who are sitting in the shade. I
stand in the sun, looking out at the waves, but
close enough so I can listen.
"You can die from it," the woman says. "One
mosquito bite and your brain catches fire. You're
dead."
"Not without chickens," says the man. "You
get it from chickens."
"No one gets bit by a chicken," she says.
"The mosquitoes bite chickens," he says.
"Before they bite you. Without chickens you're
okay."
"It wasn't that way on TV," she says.
"You remember in St. Louis, maybe twenty
years ago?" asks the man. "It was the same thing,
only pigeons."
"I never think about St. Louis," says the
woman. "I don't remember any pigeons."
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I took my revolver into the kitchen and shot
everv one of the appliances. The first bullet went
thro~gh the black glass front of the electric range.
It pierced the door, sending bright slivers into the
air and across the tile floor. The second bullet
went into the microwave. Then one through each
door of the side-by-side refrigerator-freezer. The
dishwasher was running when I shot it and its jet
pump kept churning, pushing suds and water in
rhythmic spurts through the clean, round hole,
the way a heart will push blood from a gunshot
wound.
I left the gun on the kitchen counter and spent
the night in a lounge at the airport. This morning
I caught a 5:40 flight, direct to Miami.

----

seven
When I was eleven, I went with my father to a
woman's apartment. Her name was Anna
Schulman. My father told me she worked for a
lawyer in the same building where his office was.
Her apartment was decorated for Christmas,
and from her living room window I could see the
lights strung from lampposts and buildings along
Diversey Parkway.
She gave me a 7-Up without any ice, then
poured two small glasses of some clear liquor for
my father and herself. Their drinks were like two
diamonds, catching and reflecting the lights of
her apartment.
Anna Schulman served pate on a small glass
plate with a silver knife. I didn't know what it
was, but my father told me to try some.
"Maybe it's too rich for the boy," she said to
him.
"It's like liver sausage," he said to me.
I don't know how it happened-my father
might have told me, though I don't remember it
now-but I knew I couldn't tell anyone about
where we went.
I never saw Anna Schulman again. I never
asked my father what happened to her.
eight
At 27th Street I see a woman standing on the
beach, her back to the boardwalk, looking out at
the waves. Her hair is thick and curly, and the
wind coming in off the water lifts it and pulls it to
one side. Her skin is dark. Her two-piece bathing
suit is orange and white. Except for her, the beach
is empty in both directions for as far as I can see.
The hotel that overlooks this section of beach is
empty, too. The pool is drained; there is
cardboard in the second floor windows.
The woman reaches her hands behind her back
and pulls on the string that holds the top of her
bathing suit in place. A strip of orange and white
cloth flutters for a moment like a small banner,
then she reels it in and holds it, crumpled, in one
hand.
Her head tips back and she raises her arms
straight out to the sides, like someone flying .
nine
Two summers ago Louise and I drove from
Chicago to Gatlinburg, Tennessee. It was evening
and Louise was driving. We were on a narrow

stretch of U.S. 70 near Henderson, Tennessee,
when she slowed the car and pulled over onto the
shoulder.
Across the road was a stand of tall pines-in
the fading light their needles looked dark blue
and among the trees, arranged in rows like they
were in a laundromat, were maybe twenty or
thirty washers and dryers. There was no one
around, no sign, nothing to explain the white
enameled appliances standing in the open air
beneath the trees.
Without saying anything, Louise turned off the
ignition and put the car in park. She opened her
door, then stopped and leaned back in.
''I'll be right back," she said. "I want to see this
up close."
I watched her cross the road. She wore faded
blue jeans and a white tank top. In the shadows of
the pines with the washers and dryers, she looked
like the kind of woman that you see only in a
dream.
ten
At 18th Street I stop and sit on a bench in the
shade. The morning haze has burned away; the
sun has drifted west. From an abandoned
construction site above the boardwalk the
skeleton frame of a high-rise building casts a
shadow, like lattice work, across the beach.

I spread out all my change on the metal
counter beneath a pay phone and I dial home.
After four rings the machine picks up and I hear
my own voice say, "We're screening our calls, but
if you leave a message we'll call you back."
I hold the receiver tight to my ear and I
wonder if Louise is there, if Darrel Wilson is with
her. Maybe he came and rescued her, spent the
night there to protect her. Maybe he took her
away.
Finally, a long time after the beep, I say, "It's
me."
I close my eyes and picture Louise. She's alone
in our bedroom. Her hair is pulled back. She's
wearing a pale green sweater. She looks at the
telephone answering machine, then looks away.
Outside the double-paned window a thin layer of
ice glistens on the stiff, gray branches of a maple
tree. Everything is quiet. Louise is listening,
waiting for me to talk.
'Tm in Miami Beach," I tell her.
I look around-at the high-rise construction
gone bust, at the scrub grass and the chain-link
fence, at the white sand and blue waves-then I
say, "Louise, if you're there, pick up the phone."

Gerald Bernbom currently lives in Bloomington, Indiana,
and his work has appeared in Whiskey Island Magazine.
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Working the Street
Mary H. Brown

Public Beach, Helper, Utah
Scott Cooper

eil left San Francisco in the spring to check
out the East Coast. He was 26 years old. When he
still had money in his pocket, food, and a roof, he
regretted leaving California.
He decided to go back and needed a job to
make enough to go home by the end of the year.
He didn't find one.
After a couple of months without money, Neil
moved on-beyond a reasonable anxiety about
being out of work, the new constant in his life.
Everyday he walked the streets bare-backed
and barefoot. Feet black with grime. Hair
unwashed, uncombed, uncut. Skinny from
malnutrition . Dirty green chino pants hanging so
low hair peaked out over the knot in the rope that
kept his pants up.
The city's homeless were into their lives and
their chores: begging to obtain life's necessities;
and they were into its sports: shouting obscenities
a_nd belligerencies at everyone else, when a
simple hand sign would do. It didn't appeal to
eil.
He didn' t beg like his compatriots who bleated
all day: "Got some money looking for food spare
a quarter hey you got good clothes help the
homeless give a quarter how 'bout a pair of shoes
you got money help street people."
eil, disciplined purist, only rummaged
through garbage cans and dumpsters to eat. He
~rank the last sips from empty cans of whatever
littered the streets.
He bothered a lot of people. When his
un ociable appearance struck an aversive chord
among well-heeled citizens, a cop was called to
P:od, him along. But he didn't harass anyone and
didn t appreciate the cops harassing him.

Holdi_n,g a j_ob changed meaning 180 degrees
once Neil s mmd took a big leap. He moved on
)Jeyond being disoriented and dazed. He couldn't
really get into the life he'd fallen into.
He was a spectacle. He patrolled the sidewalk
in front of the county office building-all granite
and glass-between two invisible boundaries.
He walked with chin up, cloudy brown eyes
staring, determinedly, methodically, straight
bac~ed-from one point to the other, turning
dehbe~ately and squarely on filthy feet, pausing
for an instant, and then arms swinging
rhythmically, shuffling to the opposite point.
This was Neil's full-time job. He worked 70
and 80 hours a week to produce curiosity and
repulsion-sometimes disinterest-from
everyone wearing a pair of shoes.
At the end of his work day, Neil disappeared
into the park, sacking out under a cluster of
bushes, crumpled newspaper for a pillow, sheets
of newspaper as a cover. Except for his pants,
Neil sold everything he brought from San
Francisco as his cash ran out.
Hanging out in his park retreat, on his off
hours, Neil didn't speak to anyone passing. He
didn't pick at his toes, watch the traffic, sneeze,
cough, take a leak in the street, or twirl blades of
grass between his fingers. He was .. . around,
emptily, idly-a hardworking, grungy outcast
waiting to go to work.
Neil didn't stash cash for the trip home when
he left the West Coast. Now he couldn't earn any.
His job didn't pay anything. But he made himself
work 70 and 80 hours a week. He couldn't leave
his job; he was tied to it.

Mary H. Brown currently lives in Woodbury, Connecticut.
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Hydrangeas
John Brander
The mirror is yellow
with tears
The hydrangeas
have all withered
A child has left

pieces of paper
on the floor
covered with dreams
old houses
wheat
spires
bells

I begin to feel afraid
The objects on the table
fade
Frantically
I start hunting
for the child I was
who drew dreams
old houses
wheat
spires
bells

I watch the sky
reflected

All I find
are pieces of paper

sensing it must rain
soon

withered hydrangeas

The walls about me
get closer
as time
presses in on me

a reflected sky
in a silent mirror
with dried yellow tears
a child
forgot to wipe away

John Brander lives in Long Beach,
California and is the editor of California
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Angel Strangers

Travel Arrangements

Lewis Ashman

Nigel Ford

knobs came to the door in his teeth
looking for a flask & a nut & a house
to put it in. his dog (fletch) tanked
a hose in the runnel & dripping & silver
lots of light oozed out every place
by morning a considerable distance
had been returned. perfectly plain sparrows
fell right out of the sky frozen dead
totally naked trees stood in public
& died completely dead of ice & shame
raped w~fle re~eated a mantra into the phone
& the police amved with their stars out
wanting to question everyone. looking through
~hings. past things. all around everything.
it got on your nerves like a tick or sneeze
that just doesn't stop (thirteen years
let me touch your coat. all the dead
got up at once anxious with their wills
& walked out. not looking back. knobs
on his tree sang the final refrain
& spooked ruth hapless in the corn
dialed a very deep file with what remained
of her strength. more police of course
':hil_e the dog staggered to his hind legs
smgmg a heart like a melon pumpkin

Lewis Ashman currently lives in Dayton, Ohio.
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The visit to the theatre had been arranged
upo~ the very evening of departure of the entire
family for a small seaside town. By that I mean
everyone who lived at the house on Mezarine
Street, quite a good neighborhood, which had a
long, narrow but spacious and adventurously
neglected back garden.
The family consisted of Uncle Alfred; Aunt
Kristina; myself, their son-in-law; their daughter
by~adoption, my wife Charismine; and our three
children . We were to attend a performance of a
v~ry good play by Hechoch, at the Workshop
Field Theatre, given by the Workshop Players.
The usual babysitter would look after the
children. Indeed, as a friend of the family, Zoe
would be accompanying us on our holiday at the
seaside, to allow us to indulge ourselves in the
ev~nings. It was arranged that Zoe and the
children would meet us at the station after the
performance and that Zoe and the children would
pack their things while we were at the theatre,
wh!ch would keep them busy and dampen their
excited spirits.
The whole affair started over a pair of shoes.
Or rather, the lack of a pair of shoes. Uncle Alfred
and Aunt Kristina actually were Charismine's
b_ona fide aunt and uncle, having brought her up
since World War II when her parents had been
gene_rally brutalized by the Germans, British,
Belgians, and French, and then shot and killed.
obody was clear as to who the perpetrators had
been, but it really didn't matter much. Whoever it
Was had had a soft spot for babies.
I had never attended the Workshop Field
Theatre, although my wife had, and so had Uncle
Alfred and Aunt Kristina. They were unstaid,
Bohemian people, although confusingly
punctilious, due to, I presume, their Saxon
extraction, and I often had trouble defining their
values and principles, which to me seemed
unsettlingly vague. In fact, I myself hardly
attended anything organized, preferring the
random hire of a video cassette to an organized
vi it to the cinema, dropping into the pub to

go~ng out to dinner, jogging to tennis or squash.
Bem? a _natural coward about new experiences, I
had mv1ted three of my cronies from the research
lab to accompany me. I had arranged to meet
them, it being predictable and balmy summer
weather, on the outside terrace of the Cafe
Scheltzer, which had magnificent views over the
lake, two hours before the performance was
scheduled to begin.
At present, wherever they went, my cronies
carried around sacks of assorted old shoes that
they were collecting for aid to Africa. They were
d~lighted to accompany me to the Workshop
Field Theatre and I received the impression that
this venue was considered ideal for the collection
of more old shoes, although why anyone would
want to take a pair of old shoes to the theatre on
the off chance of there being someone to collect
them was more than I could say.
Before I left to meet my cronies, Aunt Kristina
requested that Charismine pack my suitcase for
transport to the left-luggage department at the
station. The train departed at 1 am. We had
booked sleeping berths for the whole family and
we arrived at the seaside resort at 7 am, which
was just perfect. Breakfast at the station
restaurant. A cab to the pension. Into our
swim things and we'd be planked on the beach,
soaking up the sunshine before 9 am without an
hour wasted anywhere. Uncle Alfred and Aunt
Kristina, whose motto was "Life is too good to
waste," would not stand being awake, in the
daytime, and confined to a train for six hours.
Much better to sleep through it and put the time
to good use.
This philosophy was shared by a good many
other people and the railroad company itself,
since there actually was such a train and Aunt
Kristina had been obliged to book our places a
week in advance. It was, this business of traveling
in trains at night, outside the realms of my
experience, my parents would never have
dreamed of embarking upon such an exciting
adventure.
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To return to the business of packing.
Chivalrously, I had spent half an hour, having
had my tea, from 5 pm until 5:30 pm, selecting
from my wardrobe and laying out my selection
upon the conjugal bed. I considered this to be a
well-balanced and Spartan array of leisure
clothing suitable for a sojourn at the seaside. My
wife Charismine and Aunt Kristina were
nattering over the washing-up downstairs. I had
retrieved my suitcase from its home atop the
wardrobe and had opened it upon the bed beside
my seaside wardrobe when my wife Charismine
and Aunt Kristina unexpectedly burst in upon my
privacy.
"So!" Aunt Kristina exclaimed in that hearty
Teutonic manner she affected upon occasion.
"Caught in the act!"
I should append that Aunt Kristina did not
approve of men washing up, cooking, vacuuming
the stairs, or packing suitcases.
"What on earth do you need one, two, six, ten,
twelve, sixteen pairs of socks for?" Charismine
demanded.
"I need two pairs a day, one for the day and
one for the evening," I said. "My feet sweat as
you know. And two pairs for emergencies."
"Dummy!" Charismine said. "You 11 be going
about barefoot during the day."
This I found hard to imagine, but I obediently
removed seven pairs of socks from the pile on the
bed and replaced them in my socks and
underwear drawer.
"And you need this for the casino," Aunt
Kristina said, removing my dark gray lounge suit
from the wardrobe. I had not worn it for several
years. She calmly removed this from its hanger,
folded it perfectly, and fitted it neatly into my
suitcase.
"It's probably too small for me," I said lamely.
"Nonsense," Aunt Kristina said," or at least,
that remark had better be nonsense. You have no
other it would seem. And you cannot wear a
pullover and slacks to the casino. But if Uncle
Alfred lends you a black tie, they might let you in
in that."
I had packed a pair of sandals and a pair of
sneakers. Besides that, I had a pair of brown
loafers just inside the front door (we were not
allowed to wear shoes indoors unless it was a
special occasion) and a pair of green wellies in the
hall cupboard.
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"But I have no shoes to match," I said.
"They're in the hall. I'll get them," Charismine
said and disappeared before I had time to protest.
"Otherwise," Aunt Kristina said, vigorously
packing my suitcase, "you would seem to have
picked a suitable selection."
Charismine returned with my brown loafers.
"But they're brown," I said.
"They have black shoe polish at the pension,"
Aunt Kristina said and packed them.
"Goodbye," Charismine said. "We will meet
you as arranged at 8 pm sharp in the theatre
foyer."
"Don't be late!" Aunt Kristina said, who had
now learned that I had a tendency toward
unpunctuality, even if she could not understand
it.
They left, taking my suitcase with them.
As I selected one of my few remaining
sweaters for the evening, although the days were
hot in summer, the evenings did turn chilly, and I
was goi~g to be sitting outside at the Cafe
Scheltzer and the Workshop Theatre, I heard the
front door slam as Uncle Alfred, Aunt Kristina,
and Charismine left, got into their waiting taxi
that would take them to the station to leave our
luggage in the left-luggage and then to the
Workshop Theatre Restaurant for a healthy meal
and a glass of wine before the show began.
Down in the hall, immediately prior to my
departure to meet my friends at the Cafe
Scheltzer, I realized, confronted by the empty,
shoeless mat, that my only remaining footwear
was a pair of green wellies in the hall cupboard.
Now, although the Workshop Theatre was a
bastion of Bohemianism, I could not possibly
attend a performance there wearing a pair of
green wellies. Wellies were simply not on.
Especially not on a warm, although possibly
chilly, summer evening. Not with my sweaty feet.
Then I remembered that I was meeting a group
of cronies toting a sack of old shoes at the Cafe
Scheltzer. I picked up the phone, called a cab, and
within minutes was on my way to the Cafe
Scheltzer in my stocking feet.
"You've forgotten something," Henrik said.
"Of basic importance," Nicki said.
"To our health and well-being if not yours,"
Karl said.
"We know this is summer, but after all,"
Henrik said.

"It's that Bohemian family of yours. A bad
influence," Nicki said.
"They've been putting ideas in your feet," Karl
said.
Now I like a good joke as well as anyone, but
this was no time to be funny.
"I thought I might borrow a pair from your
sack," I said, indicating the large and voluminous
sack that lay beneath our table.
"My dear chap, of course," Henrik said.
"But not now," Nicki said, who was something
of a cavalier in manner, and a ladies man.
"Waiter!" He lifted his arm and snapped his
fingers, not aggressively but rather as charmingly
as it is possible to snap one's fingers at a waiter.
"More wine!"
In fact, I suspected him of flirting with
Charismine upon the few occasions when they
had met.
"You could borrow a pair of mine," Nicki said,
"I live near the theatre, you know."
"Your feet are several sizes too small," I said,
which they were. Besides that I felt uncomfortable
about allowing Nicki to do me any favors.
Because of his attitude toward Charismine, it
would make me feel as if he was being
condescending toward me.
Later, an hour or so before we were due at the
theatre, I began to rummage through the sack of
old shoes. There were brothelcreepers and winkle
pickers and platform shoes twinkling with silver
stars; cowboy boots, sneakers, sandals, and crusty
oxfords, and contorted loafers. I found one
rea onable sandal to fit me, but not the other one
of the pair, and there didn't seem to be anything
else at all in the sack that was remotely my size.
By now, if we were not to be late, it was time to
leave for the theatre.
"You go on without me," I said. "Tell
Charismine I won't be long. But I have to go and
buy a pair of shoes." Some of the department
stores tayed open as late as 8 pm.
Outside the locked and shuttered doors of the
largest department store in the city I realized it
Was Saturday and that department stores did not
stay open late on Saturdays.
Then, of cour e, I failed to find a taxi
immediately and walked several blocks before a
taxi driver reluctantly picked me up and then
demanded the fare to the Workshop Field Theatre
in advance.

Naturally, these events conspired to the effect
that I was late. So late, in fact, that when I arrived
in the foyer of the theatre, it was deserted apart
from the lady in the ticket booth and an elderly
usher who fixed my feet with a stern and
disapproving glare.
The Workshop Field Theatre is literally that. It
is simply a field, open to the skies, with a mound
of flattened earth in the center as a stage and
trenches dug at varying heights in ever-increasing
circles. The further toward the perimeter, the
higher the trench, in which people stood and
propped their bottles of wine, cigarettes, and
sandwiches on the grass in front of them.
Sometimes members of the audience would hop
up and sit on the grass, dangling their legs into
the trench. And then the members of the audience
who were immediately behind them, and whose
views were blocked, would shout and boo and
throw things until the offender dropped back
down. For this reason the rearmost trench was,
despite its tenuous relationship with the stage, a
popular position, since one could sit up behind
this without protest.
Behind the rearmost trench a track led right
around the auditorium, upon which I now slowly
trod, searching the heads of the audience for
members of our party. A difficult, if not
impossible task, since I was looking at the backs
of heads and there were between one and two
thousand of them. I am not proficient in
estimating vast audiences, but vast it was.
There were bars and food stands strategically
positioned around the track and I realized that I
would have more chance to find members of my
party at one of these. Uncle Alfred's loud braying
after beer should have been well audible if only I
could, by coincidence, be in the vicinity of the
right bar at the right time.
All the time I was working out how to find
them, I was growing more and more
apprehensive. An empty, painful hole was
expanding in my midriff. I was actually unaware
of this until after the first interval, during which
time, not unexpectedly, I failed to find any
member of my family. I told myself not to be a
dummkopf and settled into a trench to watch the
performance.
However, I found it impossible to quash my
anxiety, and thus equally impossible to
concentrate on the performance. No matter how
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much I told myself that I had paid good money to
be here and that it was a performance I had
greatly been looking forward to seeing.
Fortuitously, in the next interval I discovered
Henrik and Karl. We had a beer together.
"Where's icki?" I asked.
"Haven't a clue," Henrik said blithely.
"Went to the loo, 1 think," Karl said. I thought
Karl seemed uncomfortable.
"Probably constipated," Henrik said.
Karl snorted into his beer.
"How about my lot?" I said.
"We arrived late," Henrik said.
"Couldn't get a taxi," Karl said.
"You know what your Aunt's like," Henrik
said.
The hollow cave in my midriff expanded. I
swallowed some beer with difficulty.
"Well," I said, "I know where to find you now,
if not my family. I have to go to the loo myself."
And so saying I left their company.
I left, in fact, the theatre. Knowing that only
one action would halt my growing and
unbearable suspicion, I walked the two blocks to
Nicki's apartment.
"Couldn't stand it," icki said when he
discovered me on his threshold. "Got bored. Late
night last night. Decided to have an early night."
He was in his dressing gown.
I barged rudely past him across his living room
and into his bedroom. The bedclothes were in

violent disarray. The room was filled with a
musky and pungent odor that I was almost sure I
recognized. The room was bereft of people
besides myself. I rushed into the bathroom.
Deserted.
"Lost something?" Nicki asked. "There's no
one here besides me."
I walked out and slammed the door. As I
walked back to the theatre, my thoughts a turmoil
of shame and unconfirmed suspicion, I realized I
had not uttered a word to Nicki.
The performance was almost over, so I waited
in the foyer.
"Oh, there you are!" Charismine said as she
caught sight of me from behind Uncle Alfred's
broad back where she and Aunt Kristina had
been traveling easily in his wake as he shouldered
through the crush. "Wasn't it a smashing
performance, darling?" she said as she flung her
arms around my neck and hugged me. "Such a
pity we lost each other." She felt good and
smelled fresh and newly bathed.
"No time for that," Uncle Alfred said. "We'll
miss our train."
In the taxi on the way to the station, with
Charismine holding my hand tightly and twining
her fingers with mine and Uncle Alfred and Aunt
Kristina beaming at us meaningfully from the
opposite seats, I told myself with utter conviction
that voicing my suspicion would be an extremely
foolish question to put.

~igel Ford lives on the west coast of Sweden with his
wife and three s_ons. He works as afreelance translator
a~d copywriter, and he is currently working on !tis
eigh th novel (having thrown the first seven away).
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R. J. Oswald
Raven was walking down 10th Street. The sky
was cloudy, but sometimes the moon would
show through. Raven thought he'd like some
whiskey. There was a liquor store across the
street, and he could see the bottles displayed in
the window. One of the bottles was clear, so he
decided he'd settle for vodka if he could get it. He
reached into his pocket. There were no bills, just
coins. He counted 78 cents, and that wouldn't buy
much. He thought maybe he could steal a bottle.
Then he recognized the man behind the counter.
That ex-Marine, the one with the scar. Raven
figured it wasn't worth it: he'd heard what that
ex-Marine could do.
So he walked on toward the music hall. There
was a line of kids waiting to get in. The marquee
said the Warheads were playing. Raven put his
hand into his pocket and felt the 78 cents and
thought maybe it wouldn't matter about the
ticket, because sometimes they left the side door
unlocked. He knew he'd have to climb the fire
escape to get to the side door, so he decided to
wait a while, until the crowd thinned a little.
Be ides, he wanted to see what kind of girls were
going to hear the Warheads. Most of the girls
were wearing leather or denim, but there were
some dre ses done up with splashed paint or big
letters that didn't spell anything. One girl's dress
was torn and had dried blood down the front.
Except for the blood it was a yellow dress. Raven
didn't see any lone girls: all the girls were
running with boys or in tribes. Standing next to
Raven was a boy wearing torn jeans and a leather
vest. The vest was black and had large red letters
across the back. The letters spelled REPUDIATE.
The boy also had crosses cut into his hair. He was
talking to two girls.
"I'm Johnny Sick," he said. "Call me Johnny
Sick tonight."
"Johnny Sick," said one of the girls.
"Okay, Johnny Sick, daddyo," said the other
girl.
"That' beat talk," said Raven.

The boy nodded. "I'm beat. I'm Johnny Beat.
I'm Jacko Kerowacko."
One of the girls started snapping her fingers.
"You're neato."
They all started laughing.
Raven walked around to the side of the music
hall. There was an alley over there, between the
buildings. The alley was dark and wet, and there
were trash cans and dumpsters along the walls.
Raven pushed the hair out of his eyes and walked
into the alley, toward the fire escape and the door
that might be unlocked. When he came to the fire
escape there was a man standing under it, pissing
on the wall. Raven didn't say anything to the
man. The man finished and zipped himself up.
He turned around and saw Raven standing there.
"Man, what the hell you doing standing there
like that?"
"Waiting to use the stairs," said Raven.
"Don't be standing behind me, man."
"Okay. You got a cigarette?"
"A cigarette? Man, don't be standing behind
me like that."
"Do you have a smoke?" said Raven.
"Silly ass," said the man. Then he made a
sound through his nose and started walking
toward the other end of the alley.
Raven reached up and grabbed the bottom
rung of the fire escape ladder. The rung was
moist. Sharp flakes of old paint dug into Raven's
palm. He hoisted himself up and climbed to the
top of the platform, where the door was. He stood
for a minute on the platform, listening. The door
was unlocked, so he stepped inside. It was dark,
except for the glow of a TV screen. The people on
the screen were gray and snowy. There was a
man sitting in a chair in front of the TV. He was
bald and wore black-rimmed glasses with thick
lenses. Sometimes the man would lean forward to
adjust the picture. Then he would curse the TV
because of the snow. Raven walked over and
stood by the TV.
"What is it?" he said.
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"The Honeymooners," said the man. "Here's
your Golden Age of Television. They don't make
them like that anymore."
"I guess not. "
"They've taken the heart out of it, is what. But
the commercials are better now."
"Sure."
"Yeah," said the man. "They give awards for
the commercials now."
"Sure," said Raven.
Drumbeats sounded through the door on the
other side of the room, so Raven knew the
Warheads had started up. He walked through the
door, into the dark corridor on the other side. The
corridor led to a stairway that led down to the
stage. Raven could hear drumbeats echoing
through the corridor. Then the guitar and the bass
started up, and a man started screaming. Raven
could understand some of the words. It was one
of the Warheads' love songs. Raven went down
the stairs. He came out behind the curtains, on the
right side of the stage. There was a bank of
speakers sitting there. The sound from the
speakers made the floor vibrate. Raven put his
fingertips against the back of the nearest speaker.
He could feel the speaker pulsate when the
drummer kicked the bass drum. He stood there
and watched the singer. The singer was a tall boy.
He wasn't wearing a shirt, just yellow tights.
Sometimes the singer would spit on the audience.
Raven could see that the audience was spitting
back. Spit would fly up and hit the singer.
Sometimes a water balloon would fly up and
dowse the singer. A bottle came flying up out of
the darkness. The singer ducked out of the way
and yelled, his face contorted. Then the next song
began. The singer started to chickenwalk across
the stage. Sometimes the singer would yell into
the microphone. Sometimes he would run over
and hit the snare drum with his forehead.
Raven put his hand flat on the back of the
speaker. He couldn't hear anything but the music.
He could feel the music pounding him. He looked
out at the audience. Everyone was dancing. They
were shoving each other, really getting into it.
Sometimes he would see a pretty girl in the
crowd. Then she would disappear. Raven walked
to the edge of the stage. He looked down and saw
a tribe of dancing boys. All the boys had orange
crew cuts and armbands with swastikas. They
were dancing around a lone boy who had long
hair hanging down over his shoulders. Raven
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wondered what the longhair was doing at a
Warheads concert. He decided the tribe of Nazis
would make a good cushion and jumped off the
stage, landing on two of them. They fell down
under Raven's weight. When they got up, one of
the Nazis was clutching Raven's shirt. Raven took
hold of the boy's thumb and bent it back. That
made the boy let go.
Raven started for the back of the music hall.
There were tables back there and a concession
stand. Raven put his hand in his pocket. He felt
the 78 cents. He wondered if the price of beer had
gone up. Dancers were pushing him as he
walked. He had to shove the dancers out of the
way. Then a rowdy boy started pushing Raven
from behind. Raven could see the tables at the
back of the music hall. He could see the
concession stand with its neon sign. The neon
sign had pink and blue letters that spelled the
name of a beer. The rowdy boy kept pushing
Raven from behind. Raven turned around to see
who it was. The rowdy boy was wearing bright
red lipstick and silver earrings. He winked at
Raven and fluttered his eyelashes. Raven didn't
say anything, since the music was too loud. He
thought the music sounded like a jet engine.
Sometimes, when the high notes would play, the
music hurt his ears. He thought it was real good
music. The rowdy boy stuck out his tongue at
Raven. Raven turned around and started shoving
his way toward the tables.
It was nearly dark back by the tables. There
was smoke drifting in the air. When Raven got to
the tables he inhaled the smoke. He could taste
the tobacco, and he wanted a cigarette. Then, after
awhile, he couldn't taste the tobacco anymore. He
watched the smoke, how it rose up and flattened
out into ribbons. Sometimes there were two or
three ribbons of smoke at different heights. Raven
started looking at the people who sat at the tables.
He thought they looked like silhouettes. They sat
there yelling at each other, four to a table, with
beer bottles and ashtrays in front of them . They
were yelling because of the music.
Raven went to the concession stand. There was
a girl working there, wearing an apron. Her hair
was greasy. She sold beer and pretzels and
hotdogs. She cooked the hotdogs in a microwave
oven.
"You want a can or a bottle?" she yelled.
"Bottle."
"Hey, they recycle the cans."

"I only drink bottles," said Raven.
"You can make money off the cans," said the
girl. "You turn them in at the recycling station
down on 18th. They used to take bottles too. Now
they just take the cans."
"I remember when they took the bottles," said
Raven.
The girl gave him a bottle of beer. It was the
same kind of beer that was spelled on the neon
sign above the concession stand, the only kind
they had. Raven gave the girl 75 cents. Then he
put 3 pennies into the dish beside the register.
The dish was full of pennies for people who
couldn' t make change. There was also a nickel in
there. Raven took the nickel.
He went back over to the tables. He leaned
against a wooden rail and sipped on the bottle of
beer. The beer was warm. Raven began to study
the people who were sitting at the tables. There
was one table with two girls and two boys. It was
located under the exit sign. Raven watched the
girl who wasn't yelling. The others at the table
were yelling and making signs at each other. But
this one girl just sat there, listening to the
Warheads. She had blonde hair, tied into a
ponytail. She wore a short dress. Raven was
looking at the girl's face, thinking it was pretty.
Then he looked at her legs. Even in the light of the
exit sign Raven could see that the girl's legs were
long and tight. He looked at the girl's dress and
thought about what she had under there. He
could tell she was very good under there. He
thought maybe she was an athlete, on account of
her tight legs. The girl just sat there, listening.
Sometimes she would look at the other kids who
sat at the table. Sometimes she would watch the
Warheads. The boy who sat next to her was
smoking a cigarette. Once he exhaled smoke into
the girl's face, which made her cough. She put her
hand over her mouth when she coughed. Raven
Wondered why she did that at a Warheads
concert. He noticed how she was sitting straight
up in her chair, not with her back hunched over
like the other kids. Raven tried to stand there like
that, with his back straight.
He was half done with the beer when the
Warheads started playing their other love son_g.
!he singer took the microphone and jammed it
into his mouth. Raven thought how it would be to
sing on stage in spandex tights, with sweat
dripping off his face and chest. He thought about
running up there and grabbing the microphone

from the singer. Maybe the girl would like that.
Maybe she wouldn't. He decided to watch the
pretty girl who might be an athlete. Really what
he wanted to do was talk to that girl. He put his
beer down on the wooden rail and went over to
the table where the girl was sitting. Then he
leaned down and yelled into her ear.
"You want to go outside?"
"Okay," she said.
"You want to go for a ride?"
"Okay."
The girl got up and took Raven by the arm. She
put her hand into the crook of his elbow. They
walked under the exit sign and out the front door.
Outside, the fluorescent lights were bright. Raven
looked at the girl's face under the lights and saw
that it was caked with makeup. He thought the
eyelashes looked like spider's legs.
"Do you have a car?" she said.
"Sure."
"Where is it?"
"Over there."
Raven pointed at the parking lot across the
street. There was a white convertible over there,
with the top down.
"That one," he said.
"That's nice," said the girl.
They crossed the street. The girl still held
Raven's arm. They walked zigzag through the
parked cars until they came to the convertible.
The car was clean and shiny. The girl leaned in
and ran her fingertips over the upholstery. Raven
opened the door on the driver's side and climbed
in and looked under the dash. It was dark under
there, but Raven knew where the wires were. He
pulled the wires out and connected them. The
engine started on the first try. The girl was
waiting on the other side. Raven reached over
and opened the door for her. When she jumped
in, Raven watched how her dress fluttered, how
her legs moved. He thought maybe she was a
dancer instead of an athlete. The girl just sat there
in the seat, looking at Raven. He wondered why
she wore so much makeup.
"What's the vector," she said, laughing. "That's
Air Force talk. My father is a pilot."
"We're going south," said Raven.
He put the convertible into gear and drove it
out of the parking lot. Then he turned south and
drove down 10th until he came to the highway.
"You going to take the highway?" said the girl.
"Sure," said Raven.
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H e turned onto the highway, going west, and
drove out of the city. There were no other cars on
the highway. The moon was straight up, and the
clouds were gone. The countryside was lit up in
the moonlight. Raven looked over at the girl. The
wind was whipping her hair around her head.
Sometimes the hair would cover her face, then it
would blow straight back. In the moonlight it
looked like she wasn't wearing any makeup.
Raven thought her face looked very clean that
way. He pushed down the accelerator as far as it
would go, until the car was d oing a hu ndred
miles an hour. The engine was rattling, and the
whole car was shaking. Raven reached over and
took the girl's hand. He didn' t squeeze, just held
her fingers softly in his palm. Then he wove his
fingers into the girl's fingers, and he thought they
were very thin and soft.
"We're doing okay now," he said.

"If w e were flying, this would be slow," she
said.
"Sure."
"Yes," she said, "but we' d be too high to
notice, w ouldn' t we?"
"Sure," said Raven. "But on the ground we can
see it all go by."
"Not everything. We can' t see everything."
"Sure, we can."
Raven eased his foot off the accelerator. The car
began to slow down. Then he got an idea.
"Watch this," he said.
"What?" said the girl.
Raven turned off the headlights.
"Look at that. The moonlight is enough. You
can see everything."
"I never knew you could do that," said the girl.
"Neither did I," said Raven.

!Want My Son
to Watch the Flowers
Mark Taksa
The overcoat struts in the yard
like an icepick stabbing a dollar.
A half-happy smile cannot hide bullets
in her eyes, I've burned letters
about her suitcase full of love cakes.
Stuffed with starch of soup kitchens,
she calculates how to collapse on my sofa.

If, slurping soup at my table,
she brought the bum's world to my son,
whose adventure is wearing a muddy shirt,
I'd babble about how, when I was a kid,
I searched garbage cans for scraps
and, impersonating a forest chef,
fried chocolate over a can of flames
on the living room carpet.
I want my son to hug a wife
who loves chorusing phones, fiesta pots
steaming the kitchen windows.
I want my son's eyes to be flowers
when his wife pushes against him
and kids dangle from his fingers .
The overcoat forked from my plate
food to fight guilt for taking
my food. She dragged me to_ cha~ty
macaroni lines. My hands still shiver
with a drunk's dish I have yet to hold.
I look away from her wool socks
drooping over torn sneakers in burning air,
call police. Though I've never
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currently teaches at a high school for underprivileged
children in East St. Louis, Illinois. His work has appeared in
The Shakespearian Rag, and he has twice won the
Whitcomb prize for fiction at the University of Kansas.

Mark Taksa's work has appeared in the Hawaii
Review, the Cincinnati Poetry Review, the New
Delta Review, Blue Light Review, and Slipstream.
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This (in Praise)

Untitled

Brooke Landreman

Brooke Landreman
take me to nightfall,
Be my decision my
soft trembling sleep
and Forget the way home-

Untitled
Brooke Landreman
patchwork Thomas & his neon convictions
come_in prescription jars and spew from alleys all
rank ideology & grubby hands & wishes pulled taught he
evolv_ed hir~self a viperous clockwork daydream
a static bulging velvet sideways respite
ate eggshells for breakfast&
forgot himself a world ...

this man, do you see him?
he's the one over there, playing with the halo &
composing symphonies.
yes, he's a findhe yawns & it rains in Africa.
he'll peel back day & show you stars
channel for the spirit of Jimi Hendrix,
see your bet & raise it a smile.
this is a man as real as salt,
as real as Saturday &
permanent as lipstick.
this is a man who belongs somewhere else
like coming to visit and being snowbound, or
moving into the Taj Mahal
this man plays poker with angels
& wins.
like winning the lottery& birthdays& Christmas
all stuffed in one, he is
pot-luck & coffee & the dream you can't remember
the wish-upon-a-star & a night in shining ardor,
this is the man you were warned about & he wants to
see you in rapture
this man is luck, and fog& four-leafed clover
castles, breakfast, chivalry & passion
your bread and your blood and the air you breathe.

Brooke Landreman is afirst-year student at Wright
State University who eats strange foods before she
goes to bed so she can have even stranger dreams.
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This Is Where
the Wings Grow
Janice Levy
When I woke up, the first thing I noticed was
the lamp with the naked cupids on its pedestal.
One cupid had his hands covering his stomach.
Another had his thumb in his mouth. They both
looked like they were in pain. I was too. My skin
felt like it was peeling off and I desperately
needed to go to the bathroom. I tried to sit up, but
my head felt like it was being used as a prop for
the Terminator.
I leaned back and looked up at the pictures
above the motel bed. They were tigers in silver
frames, the kind of frames my parents had once
used to show off my honor roll awards. That was
before I got academic probation for failing three
major subjects in my junior year. I had found the
principal' s letter in the butter dish of the
refrigerator with a grape jelly print on it. It was
around the time everyone in my house was
leaving notes. My mother had left one for my dad
saying their marriage had gone into too many
extra innings and she was going on the DL. I
found that note in the butter dish, too. Then soon
after somebody took down the honor roll
certificates, but left the empty frames alone. Hasta

las vista, baby .

A Question of Faith
David Sun Jun Hwang

I counted the bottles on the floor and watched
some beer trickle down on to the motel rug. I
thought of a drunk unzipping his pants. As I
bumped my head back against the bedboard, I
thought I heard the tigers above me growl, but it
was only Chunky the Clown, coming out of the
bathroom . With his penciled eyelashes and
orange wig, he looked like a backup singer for

Deee-lite.
"Shane?" I croaked. "Where's Shane?"
"I drove him back to Carson City. He was
kinda lost in the sauce, you know?" Chunky
beeped his red nose loudly and I winced.
"Were you here the whole time? Where is
everybody? I don't remember falling asleep.
Ohmygod .. .what did I do?"
Chunky the Clown juggled three empty bottles
and motioned for me to throw him a fourth.

"Well," he said," At least your stockings aren't
draped over the lamp."
While Chunky went down to get some candy
from a machine in the lobby, I pulled open the
shades. The flashing sign above the motel's office
said, "Red Ranch Motel-vacancies."
I thought of Shane and yesterday, when all of
us had just gotten our final summer paychecks
from Carson City, the Wild West Frontier Town. I
had called my sister and told her I was spending
the night with one of the girls who worked the
snack bar with me. Then still wearing our prairie
dresses and cowboy hats, we piled into a bunch
of cars. I knew this was my last chance, so I had
pushed my way into Shane's jeep. I had even
managed to squeeze myself in next to him up
front, right against the stick shift.
Somebody had flashed some proof at the Wine
Cellar and at probably every package store along
Route 9W. Before I knew it I couldn't refold the
road map so I threw it out the window. When we
ended up at the motel, the owner took one look at
the guys' cowboy hats and holsters and Chunky' s
red nose and squirting flower and asked for cash
right away. Shane was laughing so hard he
couldn't count his money. I stood behind him and
pressed my stomach against his back, holding
him up. I remember how warm his back felt and
the smell of his leather vest. I could have stood
there forever, but then the motel owner stuck a
flashlight in our faces and somehow we climbed a
flight of stairs and made it up to our room.
Then all of a sudden, right in front of
everybody, I went right over to Shane and kissed
him smack on the lips and told him to have a nice
life because he'd probably never see me again
after tomorrow unless he did something about it.
Shane said that he'd been a fool to have ignored
me all summer and asked if I could ever forgive
him for being so blind, and then he swept me up
in his arms and kissed me while I was still in the
air, holding me up only by my elbows. Then he
laid me gently down, never taking his lips off
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mine. I fell deeper and deeper into his embrace
and I felt his heart beating or maybe it was my
own. We were so close that I breathed his breath.
We didn' t know it was morning until we heard a
rooster crow.
Actually, none of the above with Shane really
happened. I mean, the sex part. A bunch of us did
crowd into one room and have a pillow fight
while I watched Shane watch Axl Rose on MTV.
Then Chunky arrived with a whole mess of
pizzas and more to drink and there were about 15
of us making pigs of ourselves and talking trash. I
think Shane leaned on me while he tried to take
his boots off and I think I breathed in his ear. Or,
maybe that didn' t happen, either. I'm real good at
making things up.
"Ready to go?" Chunky suddenly asked,
standing in front of me, interrupting my
thoughts. I could see candy bars sticking out of
his pockets. He ate a chocolate bar in two bites
and ripped the wrapper off another one with his
teeth. "You' re the only one still here. Everybody
else went back. Shane said he had some last
minute stuff to do at Carson City. I had to drive
him. His jeep smells like a dead rat."
Chunky started on a bag of peanuts. "I got
back as fast as I could so you wouldn't get scared
and think we all ran out on you. Did you miss
me? I know I'm kinda hard to miss, huh?"
Chunky popped the last peanut in his mouth and
gave his ha-ha-ha clown laugh. When he smiled
his cheeks puffed out and he looked like he
played the tuba in the school band. "Want a ride
to your sister's house?"
On the trip back, Chunky tried out some new
jokes he wanted to put into his act. I yawned and
rubbed my eyes until he finally stopped and
bought some watermelon from a road stand. We
peeked at each other through sunglasses and spit
the seeds out the windows. It gave us something
to do.
So what was I doing with an overweight clown
in a motel room? Let me start at the beginning.
You see, all I ever wanted was to have a
boyfriend, go to the prom, get married, and have
a ton of babies. I never wanted to be an astronaut
or an F:3I agent. I know it's not the coolest thing
to admit, but when I see those commercials on
Saturday morning for Barbie Dolls, I kinda think
th~t s_he' s got th_e right idea. I mean, what's wrong
with JUSt shopping for accessories, buying
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furniture for a Dream House, and changing into
something pretty before Ken comes home?
Somehow, I think that if my mother had hung
around the house over cups of coffee with Barbie,
Midge, and the gals, she would still be home with
Dad and me, instead of living out of a suitcase,
wherever she was. My mother changed jobs and
psychiatrists as often as she changed her
pantyhose. I guess those corporate ladders had
sharp points.
When my mother divorced us, she told me not
to "get too used to my father." So, I left an open
suitcase in my closet with my walkman and
rollerblades packed so I would be ready as soon
as she called for me to join her in California. As
the months passed, I kept adding more clothes to
the suitcase. Then her long distance phone calls
started coming further and further apart and I
stopped mentioning things like my teacher, Mr.
Ferman, getting a gold earring because she had
forgotten that I was even taking Chemistry, let
alone failing it. And my mother talked mostly
about California earthquakes and the sun drying
out your skin. Why, she had even seen 16-year
old girls like me with wrinkles.
So, after a while, I stuck my suitcase in the
attic, got a Sinead O'Connor'do and a tattoo on
my left thigh. I cut school and hung out with a
guy who looked like Gerardo.
My dad started seeing this woman with mall
hair and lipstick on her teeth, who wore red and
orange lycra shorts and torpedo bra tops;
something my mother never would have been
caught dead in and she did Jane Fonda. At first my
dad would make a big deal about tucking his
shirt in, clearing his throat, and inviting me to
watch TV with him and his "special friend." Once
I even did and sat through Arsenio and Letterman,
just to watch her squirm like a worm on the
couch.
One day I told my dad it wasn't the P.C. thing
for his "special friend" to be using my
toothbrush. That night, he drove six hours
straight at 80 miles per hour to Catskill, New
York, as I sat with Gerardo's bandana around my
head and my arms crossed in front of me. My dad
went through two and a half packs of cigarettes
and assured me my older sister would be thrilled
to have me at her place for the summer.
My sister had dyed her hair some muddy
color, the color of the crayon you'd never take out

of the box to use when you were a kid. She kept
the price tag on everything she bought, so I went
through the place, turning over her vases and
paperweights, checking out the bottoms of her
shoes. That kept me busy for a while. So did
reading the letters her boyfriend sent her from
prison. She kept closing the door of whatever
room I was in to "let me sleep." She left me alone.
She was always real good about that.
Within a few days, she had closed all the
rooms of her house and went out and got me a
job. Before I knew it, I was in a brown and white
checkered cotton dress with a yellow apron, a
bonnet tied under my chin, working behind a
snack bar at Carson City Frontier Town, a tourist
attraction that looked like a Hollywood set of a
cowboy movie. The streets were dusty and lined
with fake fronts of a barber shop, post office, and
bank. Parents took pictures of their kids sitting in
a stagecoach and on the laps of Indian statues.
The first person I met at work was Chunky the
Clown. He performed in the Saloon Revue and
was also in charge of breaking in the new
summer workers. He was the fattest person I had
ever seen up close, the kind of person you feel
sorry for because you just know he isn't going to
be able to squeeze into the movie seat in front of
you and then who you're bandanna off at because
he does and you only get to see the top half of
Richard Grieco getting out of a bathtub.
Chunky and I sat on a wooden bench in Main
Street and watched "The Jesse James Gang" ride
into town on their horses and shoot up the place.
The main villain was dressed all in black and
when he got shot, he made a big deal about
falling off a building, jumping onto his horse and
laying belly down on the saddle.
When the show was over, the cowboys waved
their hats and shot off their guns. As the villain,
"Shane Henson" bowed, all the kids booed.
Chunky waved and as Shane walked past us, he
pulled down the bandanna from his mouth and
bared his teeth like a lion. Then he looked in my
direction and winked and that was it for me.
Chunky had to remind me to breathe.
My best friend said that when her parents split,
she hated boys for a few years, especially real tall
guys with red hair. With me, it was the opposite.
Whenever I'd see a cute guy, I'd start thinking
about what color eyes our kid would have and if
the kid would be crazy like me and everything.··

It really wasn't just the sex part, although I
thought a lot about that too, from time to time.
And it was one of those times when I met Shane
Henson.
Before I ever spoke to Shane I met his eyes
again, this time riding with Chunky on the old
fashioned train that ran through the woods all
around Carson City. We sat behind the driver, a
hunched over man with yellow teeth, who blew
the whistle of the train every few minutes.
Suddenly, the train stopped and Jesse James and
his men came out from behind trees and jumped
aboard the train. One of them waved his gun in
my face and forced my arms up in the air. Then I
saw those blue eyes again, this time up close, as
he stuck a gun under my chin and asked me to
hand over all my bubble gum.
Between his gunfight shows and train rides,
Shane had a half-hour break. He'd come over to
the snack bar and I'd make him the biggest ice
cream cone I could, piling up the chocolate so
high that he had to sit down to eat it, which is just
what I wanted him to do.
Shane had a pattern to his licking; once to the
right, twice to the left, and then he put his lips
around the top and sucked. If I watched him for
too long, my hands would begin to shake. I'd
have to dig my nails into my thighs so I wouldn't
come out from behind the counter, sit down on
his lap, and do some of my own licking, right on
the chocolate he always left on his chin.
When I got to take my lunch break, I'd grab a
hot dog and wander down to the Saloon to watch
the Crystal Pistol Review. Chunky the Clown had
trained a duck to pull down his checkered pants
and peck at Chunky's red, white, and blue
underwear. Chunky laughed louder than anyone
in the audience and the sweat dripped off his fat
face like a leaky faucet. His puffy arms looked
like balloons.
But I really wasn't watching much of the show.
I'd find myself a nice corner table that made it
easy to look up into the balcony and watch Shane
do the lights. I saw him sweating up there as he
shined the spotlight on the stage, so I got the idea
of filling a bucket of water and leaving it near the
lights so he could dip his bandanna in and cool
off his face. When he found the bucket there that
first time, I waved to him and he tipped his
cowboy hat at me. Of course, that got me thinking
about filling up a bathtub for him and getting
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myself one of the backscratchers they sold in the
gift shop. When I thought of those things, I never
did get around to eating lunch.
I remember one day, Chunky the Clown
introduced to the audience a new performer,
"Valdania, the Can-Can girl from Romania."
Shane shined a spotlight on the front of her red
ruffled dress. Valdania kicked her legs and
swirled her dress around her thighs, flashing her
red underpants. Chunky drummed his hands on
his knees loudly while Shane shot the lights
around and around the room. When the show
was over Chunky asked me if I had ever fallen
flat on my face in front of a group of people. I told
him I did my best work from a lying down
position. I said it loud enough so Shane could
hear, but he was fixing a red rose behind the Can
Can girl's ear and talking to her in a language I
had never heard before.
Sometimes my sister would get too lazy and
Chunky would give me a lift home from work.
He laughed before, during, and after his jokes
which got on my nerves and I felt kinda stupid
when he waved at people when we stopped at a
red light and beeped his big red nose. Once he
asked me if I wanted to go for some pizza. I made
up some story. I just didn't think I could handle
being out in public alone with somebody that fat.
On the way home, I'd watch Chunky eat all the
food he had put down his clown pants and snuck
out of the snack bar and I'd try to pump him for
information about Shane. I even tried to get
friendly with Valdania but her English wasn't too
good and she always left work in a hurry,
carrying her costume and high heels in a paper
bag, letting down her hair as she walked, putting
the clips between her teeth. I noticed that her
blonde hair was down to her hips. Shane also left
right away, shooting his gun in the air to say
goodbye to whoever else was around and
throwing his hat in the back of his jeep. He
worked out at a gym for two hours every night
and had been helping out there since he
graduated from high school a few years ago,
Chunky said. Shane was going to open his own
gym when he made enough money. I never saw
him with his shirt off, but it didn't matter. I could
tell he could make even the muscles of his neck
pop out like Jean Claude Van Damme. I knew he
could lift me up with one finger and carry me
over his shoulder to wherever he wanted. I was
sure he could do it with his eyes alone.
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Once I got into the parking lot as fast as I could
and I stood near Shane's blue jeep until I saw him
come over. I pretended I was looking for an
earring I had lost. I got down on my knees and
flipped through the grass. I leaned against his
jeep and told him I loved his car and asked him a
million questions about it because I had read in
Dear Abby that all guys love talking about their
cars. He squinted at me kind of funny like and
showed me the engine. "I'll have to give you a
ride in it sometime," he said, and then he left
before I could embarrass myself by kicking my
heels in the air.
The next day he ignored me and during my
break I threw up for fifteen minutes. For the next
week I acted real cool as if Shane didn't exist,
especially when I saw him talking to Valdania in
that language of theirs. I noticed that she took off
her shoes and rubbed her feet in the dirt when
she laughed.
For a few days I tried making my eyes as big as
plums and staring deep into Shane's face and
licking my lips when he talked.
I played around with my sister's perfumes and
watched a lot of Madonna on MTV. I don't think
Shane noticed my new beauty mark above my lip
or when I leaned against the ice cream machine
and grabbed my crotch, although Chunky blinked
his eyes a few times. I tried everything with
Shane. I think I even flirted with his horse ...
So, after that last night of the summer when we
all partied at the Red Ranch Motel, I made
Chunky drive me back to Carson City for one last
time. While Chunky waited in the car, I walked
through the deserted and boarded up town
toward the saloon. When I got there, Shane
grabbed me by the shoulders and told me he was
the kind of guy who never showed his feelings,
but he just couldn't keep it to himself anymore; he
was crazy about me. He begged me to write to
him everyday and told me he'd drive down on
~eekends to see me. He was even going to name
his gym after me. Did I feel the same way for him,
he wanted to know? I waited a half second before
I answered him with a kiss ...
Okay, so none of that happened either.
What really did happen was that when I saw
Shane sitting on a chair in the saloon, his back
towards me, _I watched Valdania, the Can-Can girl
from Romania, dance her dance for him in slow
moti?n, kicki~g her legs up and resting them one
at a hme on his shoulders. She lifted the red

ruffles and buried his head where this time there
was nothing under her dress. Then she sat on his
lap and wrapped her legs around his back like a
spider. She never took her eyes off him, except for
when she kissed him long and deep and she
stared at me over the top of his head and flared
her nostrils like a horse.
I ran out of there so fast that I didn't stop until
I bumped into someone by the exit gate.
Everything was pretty blurry by that time so it
took a few seconds to realize that the person with
the moon face and soft brown eyes and perfectly
straight teeth was Chunky. He had a towel
around his neck. I had never seen without his
makeup.
"Here. It'll make you feel better," he said,
holding out a candy bar.
"Then you must feel real terrific all the time,
huh?" I said. I knocked the candy bar out of his
hand and for a moment it felt good being mean.
I watched Chunky bend down slowly and pick
up the candy. He made an elaborate routine of
dusting it off, spitting on it, and then polishing it
with the bottom of his shirt. He made a little noise
when he stood back up.
"You know, you're not funny without your
makeup on," I said, wiping my eyes with the back
of my hand.
Chunky shrugged. "I know. I'm an accounting
major at Boston University. I'm only funny
during the summer."
"I hate funny people," I said, wiping my eyes.
"I always feel like I have to do something funny,
too, so they'll like me."
Chunky put his hands in his pockets. "You
don't have to do anything for me to like you.
Ready to go home?"
On the ride back to my sister's house, Chunky
kept switching the radio channels and fooled
around with the electric windows. I didn't tell
him about Shane and Valdania, but I had the
feeling I didn't have to. In the bright sunshine,
Chunky's face looked soft and safe. I imagined
inking into him like a comfortable pillow. His
skin was pretty clear and I don't think I had ever
seen such white straight teeth. I almost smiled at
him but then I watched a bead of sweat drip
down his forehead and his face looked like a
frosted mug on a steamy day.
"I know," he said, suddenly facing me. "But in
a couple of months you won't recognize me. My
mom's marrying some guy and she wants

everybody to notice them when they walk down
the aisle. She already gave me notice. If I don't
lose 50 pounds by January, she'll sit me at a table
with crazy Aunt Alice and pretend I'm from the
groom's side. "
"You'll never do it, " I shook my head.
Chunky reached under the front seat and
pulled out a bag of potato chips. "I know," he
said. "But sometimes it's nice to dream."
The next day my father came up to Catskill to
drive me back home. I spent most of the trip
blowing my nose and wiping my mascara-stained
raccoon eyes. I made my father stop and buy
more tissues. I told him I had allergies.
I asked him if he had been practicing safe sex
this summer because I didn't want to run into any
of my "brothers" or "sisters" years from now.
And I told him I hoped his "special friend" hadn't
been borrowing any of my clothes. I'd have to
start setting some limits on his behavior, I told
him. "I'll be seventeen tomorrow," I said.
My father kept rubbing the bridge of his nose,
pulling at his eyebrows, and cleaning out his ears
with his nails, all because, I noticed, he had
nothing to do with his hands since he had
stopped smoking. She didn't like the smell, he
said.
Did she like the weight he had gained when he
stopped smoking? I asked. That's when he told
me he had stopped seeing his" special friend."
She really wasn't so special, or a friend, he said in
a low voice and gave a little smile. Then he
suddenly shut off the radio and I threw my pack
of tissues in his lap.
I told my dad I had made a lot of money this
summer, met a cowboy, and learned some magic
tricks. And I had decided to try and pick up my
grades my senior year, take some dance classes,
and let my hair grow. I asked if Gerardo had
dropped by asking for me.
"Sometimes I miss your mom," he said.
"Why don't you tell her that?" I asked.
My dad nodded and sort of made a sucking
noise with his teeth. Then he asked me for a
cigarette and I closed my eyes.
Before I fell asleep, I thought a lot about Shane
Hanson, more about the Can-Can girl, and feeling
sad turned to feeling mad but I never quite made
it to feeling glad about the way things turned out.
I remembered that Johnny Depp had once said
something about being sixteen and feeling like he
was digging a hole through the center of the earth
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with his tongue. I almost convinced myself that
even if I had ended up with Shane, I'd always
have to worry about some other girl lifting her
skirts and flashing her underpants at him; maybe
he wasn' t all that I cracked him up to be. And I
tried to imagine how Shane would look when he
was older and stopped lifting all those weights
and falling off horses. He'd shake like jello and
those eyes of his would disappear into his face
like squished blueberries.
Then I thought of Chunky the Clown in a
tuxedo at his mother's wedding. I wondered if
he'd stop being a clown during the summer, too,
or if he would be a different kind of funny.

Maybe I'd go up and see him at Boston
University, after he sent me a picture, of course. I
thought of the birthday card he had given me just
before he waved goodbye. It was a picture of a
clown patting a young girl on the head, saying,
"Stand up. Keep your back straight. Remember
that this is where the wings grow."
When my father finally pulled into our
driveway, it was after midnight.
"Happy birthday," my father said. "You made
it through another year."
And then we both sat very still while my father
honked the car horn several times to signal we
were home.

Takayama
Dan Weinrich
Worships the idea,
of worship,
in the temple,
a stone throws eon
from the city.
"How much?" he asks
at the morning market
and thinks, "too much,"
of the answer.

Nippon Newlyweed
Dan Weinrich
Ai-chan steams the rice
with stares.
'cross breakfast limps
with chopstick stilts.
Fish bones as brittle as day
poke through.
Ai-chan picks.
White rice paper screen still
screams her shadow at noon.
Tea cup empty-handed
hangs from strands of steam.
Ai-chan licks at virgin lips,
a red tongue flicker
of watered down flame.
Ties back black silk curtains
to enhance the view.
Should he wander home.

Janice Levy's work has appeared in The Sun, Descant, Late
Kno~king, and Metis, A Feminist Quarterly. She has also
published several children's stories in Lollipops Magazine.
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Untitled
Scott Cooper

Paula and Layla
Scott Cooper
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.
pain

anthropology/its sum

Charlie Mehrhoff

Charlie Mehrhoff
to study the effects of a sky
that no longer provides
sunlight
for the inhabitants of this jungle.

this distance
that i love her from.

mustard seed
Untitled

Charlie Mehrhoff

Charlie Mehrhoff

like i read somewhere
something about faith
being the size of a mustard seed
moving a mountain.

& the good God said,
looking down upon his beloved planet,
looking down upon his beloved people:

my, how the place thins out
after Happy Hour.

and like maybe that's true
and why would you want to?

and then maybe this is true,
that if you've got the faith
you could extend your palm
during a storm,
caress the lightning bolt.

Charlie Mehrhoff currently lives in Boulder, Colorado.
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White Sneakers

Untitled

Timothy P. Johnston

R. Patrick Jones
I keep music box memories
Pieces of treasured carnival glass
To turn over in the odd dead
Minutes lulled on empty seas 'tween meetings
Here's where your hair's dancing
With the cool tempo of October wind
As baby fine tangles seem like
Beautiful puzzles to unlock with shaking fingers
And slow synchronized breaths
Here's the subway chain of loops
'Round your 501' s snugly asking for
Belting lovers arms to coil about
The warm summer stone of your body
Here's looking at the
Small blue pulsing vein below your ear
Wondering small warmth throbs
Pumping away inside my inner ear
I lock carnival glass etiquette and
Paraffins of movement to choice
I keep music box memories
Pieces of treasured crystal images
Turning each one over unconsciously
Lulled on the empty dead seas

R. Patrick Jones is a student at Wright State University.
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It's only a matter of time, Danny tells her,
before the men in his family mess things up. They
marry young and marriage doesn't change them.
They still do exactly as they please, when they
please-like children. They play basketball three
nights a week; they go out drinking. They fool
around. He knows this from the stories he's heard
about his dead grandfather, Big John McKay, and
from personal observation of the sons that
followed. Wait long enough, he tells her, and the
male McKay will do his thing.
Ellen squints green eyes in the sun. "What is
that, some kind of warning?" It's Sunday
afternoon and they're sharing a park bench
behind their apartment in Syracuse, New York.
She's a second-year graduate student in sociology
at the university. He's in his sixth year as an
undergraduate in journalism. They're both
twenty-four. Not married.
He shrugs. "Just the facts, ma' am."
"Well, go to it then. Have fun. Maybe you'll
have so much fun messing things up you won't
come back." She watches two children swing in
unison. Danny watches through the lens of his
Nikon.
He passes on the shot. "You know, it's been
over a year since I was back." He manages to say
this with sincerity, though the truth is, having
spent most of that time with her (studying, eating,
shopping, arguing, going to bed, and getting up)
he doesn't know what he needs more-to go back
to Iowa or to get away from New York. Coming
here, he never expected anything like this.
Ellen, it seems to him, expected exactly this.
"It's just for a week," he reminds her.
"Yes-Thanksgiving week. And don't tell me I
can go with you, because you know I can't. I've
got papers to write."
"They'd love to meet you." He blows invisible
dust from the filter.
''I'd feel like I was knocking on the boy's
clubhouse."
" onsense," he tells her. But the image is
amu ing-reminds him somehow of his
grandmother, her purse full of silver dollars,

going to fetch Big John from the Tripoli Saloon. A
story he heard long ago.
She turns her face to the sun, closes her eyes.
"Still, I would like to see it-how you are
amongst your ... clan."
"I'm exactly the same."
She smiles, but he knows he's said the wrong
thing.
'Tm completely changed."
She laughs. A moment later she points to the
swingset. "I think those two are twins."
He lifts his lens, zooms in on two boys sharing
the same small cherubic face.
"You're right." Then, "Wouldn't that be
strange, having a twin?"
But Ellen just stares, vacantly, before
remarking in the flat, trance-like voice she
sometimes uses, "They're only whole as a pair.
Their future lovers will suffer vague, relentless
jealousies. It's so beautiful. It's so sad."
Somewhere over Illinois the story comes back
to him. A short one told to him before he was old
enough to understand, really, what his
grandmother was saying-about herself and
about Danny's grandfather, a coarse and cussing
man who, somewheres near 1950, suddenly acquired

a taste for nightcaps.
Friday nights, just after dinner, he'd hop in the
old Ford pick-up, take the bridge across the
frozen Wapsipinicon into Tripoli. Back then the
town boasted a population of 210. These were not
great odds for Big John, and within a week
Danny's grandmother knew it weren't nightcaps

pullin' him across that river.
One Friday night after Big John had gone, she
put the boys to bed (she put them in the same
bed, covered them with most of the blankets in
the tiny house-it was a bad winter), and headed
toward town. She walked two miles in her church
shoes (only shoes I had didn't let air in somewheres),
crossed the river, and found Big John where she
knew she would, belly to the bar, sharing a beer
with the woman she'd heard all about. By now
Danny's grandmother was so cold she couldn't
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feel a thing but the dead weight of her purse in
her hand-full of the silver dollars she'd been
saving since she was a girl.
At first she thought she'd killed him, the way
he slumped face-down to the bar. The woman he
was with didn't scream; she simply cleared her
throat and made for the ladies room. The
bartender gave Big John a couple of pats on the
cheek to bring him around. Everyone who knew
him liked and respected Big John, despite a fierce,
unpredictable temper. Most times, though
Danny's grandmother let him know-most times
Big John was near as dangerous as a sleepy old dog.
Big John lifted his head, shook it briefly. He
adjusted his glasses and swiveled to get a look at
who'd busted him blindside.
"You never saw such a look your whole life!"
Danny's grandmother laughed." All that fire and
anger dropped in his lap like peanut shells when
he seen me standing there with my purse!"
Big John rubbed the back of his neck. He
pulled on the whiskers of his face. Finally, he
turned and paid his tab.
"Reckon I'll be heading back, now," he told the
bartender, as though it were any other night.
Danny's grandmother waited for her husband
in the Ford. They drove home together, and after
that Big John never crossed the Wapsipinicon past
sundown. He died ten years later-about the time
his son, Danny's father, began running wild in the
Waterloo public school system.
They can't be sure, it occurs to Danny in the
airplane, they have no proof, but he and his
brothers consider it a good bet their father, Big
Frank, crossed a few rivers of his own before their
mother divorced him.
He looks out the window on a quivering wing,
a sea of clouds below, the Midwest lurking
deeper-and feels the speed of the plane like a
boat. Weren't nightcaps pullin him across that river.
A great silver hydroplane, he thinks, skimming
waves.
By the time Danny and Martin finish basketball
and walk downtown, Ray, the oldest, is snug in
the gloom of a booth, a half-empty pitcher of beer
and three glasses in front of him. He wears a
black leather jacket, his long hair blown back
from high speeds on his Kawasaki. Danny and
Martin wear sweatclothes damp from basketball.
Martin is not as tall as Ray-in fact, he's shorter
than Danny-but heavy, a lineman in high
school. Combined, his two older brothers make a
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pretty fair replica of Big Frank, while Danny,
skinny as the day he graduated from high school,
adds little to the equation. But he has the family
chin: deep-clefted and as prominent as an elbow.
Big Frank's new wife took one look at the three of
them and said, My God. The chins of the father.
They laughed hard. They'd never heard it before.
"So, Boss," Ray says to Martin, "how bad you
get beat tonight?" Since losing his bus driving
jobs two weeks earlier, Ray has been working at
Martin's car lot, as a mechanic, until he gets back
on his feet. Ray's two little boys live with their
mother.
"Kicked ass," Martin answers.
"I drug it," Danny adds. "No gas."
Ray laughs. "Too much nookie for the rookie
these days?"
Ellen is a thousand miles away, but Danny
looks at his brother now-at his eyes, his grin, the
gleam of malice in both-and feels as though
she's right here, in this bar, taking notes.
"You got it, Ray." He gets up for more beer.
At the bar Danny shimmies his way past
elbows to hand over the pitcher. Next to him, a
woman's denim hip bumps his thigh, and
without seeing her face he knows-by the hair,
the perfume, the laugh-that it's Lois Liuski. He
watches the bartender fill his pitcher: half full.
Two thirds. He's got his money ready"Danny? Danny McKay."
He turns. "Hey, Lo. How's it going?"
"Fine! My God. What're you doing here?"
"I'm with my brothers. What about you?"
"Friends." She stares at him, smiling, until
Danny manages, "So, where are you these days?"
Collecting the pitcher he learns that Lo is down in
Missouri, much happier since the divorce
finishing her undergrad, raising her kid. To
~anny, watching her lips, her eyes, the tiny chip
m he~ front tooth, she is still seventeen, and only
!he mg,ht b:fore, f~l!owing one brief, surprising
JOl~; he d lam humiliated in the grip of her thighs.
And what about you?" she asks. "Married?"
Danny fills her in on the basics, including Ellen
and the apartment in Syracuse-but even so Lois
Liuski implores him, before they part, to give her
a call." After Thanksgiving," she says. "I'll be in
town for a few days. At the old homestead."
Purple curtains, he remembers, to match the
purple quilt on her bed. Springsteen curling from
the wall.
Taking a step away, toward his brothers, he
asks, "Same number?" and she, nodding, waves

goodbye.
"Christ," Ray growls, "took ya long enough."
Danny fills his glass and the two of them let
the jukebox do the talking until Martin returns
from the bathroom. When he does he boxes
Danny in, and says, "So what about this Ellen,
anyway? How come she didn't come with you?"
Danny refills Martin's glass. "Didn't want you
goons scaring her away." He glances at Ray, for
his come-back-but Ray isn't listening: he's
watching, his back rigid, his eyes locked onto
something across the bar, his smile pure ice.
Danny follows his glance to a huge bearded
man in a driver's cap plowing through the bar.
He wears black leathers and a black t-shirt with a
faded Harley insignia, all standard biker apparel
except for the cap, which Danny recognizes from
Ray's days as a city bus driver.
"Ray ..." Martin says. "Easy."
The biker wades past their booth without
seeing Ray. Ray takes a swig and rises.
Martin sighs. "Here we go."
"What?" Danny says.
The sound of Ray's hands slapping the biker's
back turns faces-turns them just in time to see
the monster falling headfirst into a booth of
women sipping margaritas. The crash ripples the
beer in Danny's glass.
Martin stays put, blocking him in.
"Mart, for Christ's sake, let me out." He pushes
at his brother's bulk. "That guy'll kill him."
Ray waits for the giant to free himself from the
fists and fingernails of the four women.
"No he won't," Martin says. "But that sucker
might," and, like that, Martin is gone too, head
down and digging in for the tackle, digging in,
Danny think , for Ray himself-until he sees the
other one, a second biker holding a full pitcher of
beer high in his black leather hand, closing in on
Ray.
Martin hits this biker low, bends him so far
backwards he could grab his own ankles. The
pitcher goes straight up and, somehow, comes
traight down, still full, before shattering.
Danny gets out to see what he can do.
The fat bearded biker is up, ready to charge,
when fluorescent lights white-wash the bar. Two
burly bouncers give everyone a shove. Danny
stumbles into another booth, is roughly shoved
back out. The bouncers have Ray and the fat biker
pinned.
Ray spits, "Back-stabbing ass-kissing tub of
shit."

The fat biker's face is the red of suffocation
"Fuck you, McKay. Motherfucking lowlife fu~k
up."
"Come for it, shit-for-brains."
The bouncers hold them in place. Martin sits
on the biker he's floored. Then, everything under
control, the owner walks over wiping his hands
on his apron. "Okay-"
"Hey, Joe," Martin says, as if he's just pulled
up a chair in Joe's bar. Joe looks confused until
Martin adds, "How's that Mustang running? A
beauty, right?"
"M ar ty.? " Joe says. "Jesus, you know these
guys?"
"These two are my brothers."
"No kiddin'?" He checks for the family
resemblance. "Well," he says, "get 'em outta here
will ya? You too," he tells the bikers. "And if I '
catch any of you guys in here again I'll kick your
asses out personally. Okay, Marty?" he adds.
"Keep 'em outta here, I mean it."
The bikers go out the front, Danny and his
brothe~s out the b~ck. In_the alley Ray slings a leg
over his Kawasaki and sits back to light a
cigarette. "That's the sonofabitch who told my
boss I was drinking."
Martin says, "Hey, Ray, forget it," and Ray
stares at Martin for a moment like Martin is the
fat guy in the bus driver's cap.
He grins. "Well, it's pussy time, anyhow-ain't
it, boys?" He looks at Martin in his basketball
sweats. "Whaddaya say, Kareem? Think the
missus could tell one kind of sweat from
another?"
Martin shrugs.
Ray mocks him. "How 'bout you, Mr.
Syracuse? Or has Ellen got a cross-continental
grip on your wally?"
Danny thinks of Lois Liuski-Give me a call
but says nothing. He wants only to be out of this
alley, away from the shadows and the grime and
Ray's relentless grin.
Looking from one to the other, Ray shakes his
head. "Who do you fuckers think you're foolin,
anyway? Think you're better than me 'cause you
keep your peckers in your pockets?" He looks
from one to the other. "Shit, you're just young is
all." He stands, jabs the key in the ignition, gives
a vicious kick. Over the rumble of the engine he
says, "But it's like Big John himself told me when
I was six. 'Those sure are white sneakers,
Raymond,' he said. 'But you know what?'" Ray
raises his eyebrows high."' Ain't no way to keep
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'em white."' He flicks his cigarette at their Nikes.
'" Ain' t no way, son. Sooner or later, dirt finds
' em'."

He pops the bike into gear, scatters gravel, and
is gone.
On the way home Martin says, "You know, I
love that guy, but he can be a tremendous pain in
the ass."
"Funny," Danny answers. "He says the same
thing about you."
Danny follows his brother up the porch steps.
Inside, Kate is folding laundry and watching the
news. Martin slumps on the couch beside her

(think she could tell one kind of sweat from another?)
while Danny, half-drunk, goes upstairs to make a
phone call.
She answers after six rings. "Mmm... ?" she
says, still asleep. He imagines their bed, the smell
of her dozing warmth rising through. He hears
her swallow and lick her lips. He can see her
drowsy green eyes perfectly.
"Pleasant dreams, Ellen?"
He hears the tiniest sound-a small nasal noise
she sometimes makes when he touches her. She
answers, "Mm-hm. I'm dreaming you're here,
actually. We're pushing kids on the swings. Not
ours, don't worry. Somebody else's."
Martin steps by to look in on his son. Danny
waits for him to leave before saying, "Ellen, why
do you do that?"
"Do what."
"Dream of me."
"Why do I dream of you?" She yawns. "Why
do you ask?"
"Just curious."
For a moment she doesn't say anything, and
Danny hears the rustle of linen as if she's settling
back into sleep. But when she speaks she sounds
wide awake.
"What's going on?" she says.
He thinks of the bar, of Lois Liuski, of Ray
ready to tear somebody's throat out-new
evidence of what the men in his family were
made of: pure red stupidity springing to life
centuries ago in some young Irishman, hitching a
ride across the ocean with Big John's father,
picking up speed in the bloodlines of Big Frank
and spilling, potent as ever, into the veins of his
sons.
But all he says, finally, is "Nothing. Nothing
earth-shattering."
"Really?"
"Really," he says.
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"Really?"
He listens to her breathing, heavy and slow
again.
"I don't dream," he tells her.
"About me?"
"About anything. Or if I do I never remember."
"That's because you live closer to daylight. To
your conscious self." She yawns again. "Whereas
I live closer to my subconscious self."
"Closer to dreams."
"Mm-hmm."
For a while he just listens to the sound of her
slipping back there-to dreams. Until, suddenly,
she says his name.
"Still here," he answers.
She sighs, slipping further. "Okay," she says.
"Just curious."
They hammer without talking. Every now and
then they become synchronized-four fat nails
sinking musically into solid wood-but it doesn't
last. Fitting the next two-by-four into place they
sniffle, catch whiffs of the big dinner Anna and
Kate are preparing: stuffed mushrooms, turkey,
pumpkin pie.
A year earlier-just after his second divorce
Big Frank and Anna moved into the woods of
Lone Tree and have been living here ever since.
They've built this A-frame from the dirt up. He
cross-country skis, now, their father. He listens to
jazz. Last Christmas, the first time they all got
together out here, Big Frank put his arm around
his new wife and looked at his grown sons. He
gave her a little hug as if to say, "We did all right,
didn't we?"
Martin has never been too handy with a
hammer and nails, but this is Thanksgiving, and
if nothing else he can help lift: they are framing
the outer wall of the garage and the new bedroom
above it-a gigantic two-by-four crossword
puzzle, so far, flat on the ground. They stand at
what will be the top of the wall once they lift it
into place and nail it shut. They stand in exactly
the order they were born-Big Frank at the far
end, Ray, Martin, then Danny. A day earlier
Danny might have found this arrangement
amusing-might have considered describing it to
Ellen, hearing her theorize about subconscious
familial constructs and so forth. Today, still
tasting last night's beer at the back of his throat,
he is merely annoyed.
"It's a hell of a lot bigger than we planned,"
Big Frank says. He hooks his thumbs in the

workbelt around his wide waist.
"It's exactly how you planned," Ray says, his
voice thick with hangover. "You just planned too
goddamn big." He pops two aspirin and makes a
sour face. Despite clouds, Ray hides his eyes
behind sunglasses.
Still in his sweats Martin hops from one foot to
the other, rubbing bare hands briskly. He bends
over to give a pull on the wall. "This is
impossible! Why didn't we build it one level at a
time, right onto the house?"
Big Frank studies the wall as if he hasn't heard
Martin's question. Ray takes a drag on his
cigarette and tells Martin, "Because, Boss, this is
how Pop likes to do it."
"Well," Martin says, 'Tm freezing. Why don't
we just lift the sucker and get it over with?"
This cracks Ray up. "Hey," he laughs, "I'm
ready when you ladies are." The wind snatches
smoke from his lips.
Big Frank catches Danny's eye from his end of
the frame. "What do you think?"
Danny thinks that this is not what he had in
mind for Thanksgiving-the four of them
standing around this wall scratching their heads
as if they'd already gorged themselves on food
and wine before coming out here to do this
absurd thing.
He thinks he might give Lois Liuski a call.
He says, "Hell, let's give it a try. Test it, at
least."
Ray looks him over. "Hey, whaddaya know
college works!"
Big Frank shakes his head. "Why are you kids
such jerks today?" He doesn't expect an answer,
doesn't get one.
Ray flicks off his cigarette, hisses smoke
through his smile. He tugs on big leather gloves.
"Okay, okay," Martin says. "What should I do?
Lift here?"
"Hold on, Hercules," Ray says. He squats to
get a grip.
Big Frank says, "Don't anybody hurt
themselves. Lift with your legs, not with your
back."
"Don't worry about our backs," Ray says.
They all find their grips.
"On three," Big Frank says.
"One ... two ... three!"
Ray growls with the effort, Martin moans
demonstratively-and they stand, backs bowed
in, arms stretched with the weight.
"Jesus!" Big Frank says. The top two-by-four

presses against their thighs. The wind picks up,
stinging Danny's eyes.
"Keep going!" Ray says. "Let's raise the
sonofabitch!"
"Wait!" Martin cries. "My hands!"
"Hey, Mart," Danny grunts, "ever heard of
gloves?"
Big Frank says, "Wait. Let's put it down. It's
too windy."
"Jesus Christ," Ray says. "It's a windy day!"
Big Frank flushes a deep, purplish red-a color
they're all familiar with from the days before he
got his blood pressure under control-and says,
"Down-let's get a better grip."
"Christ," Ray says. "Okay, but wait." With one
long leg he hooks a cinder block and scoots it
under the frame. He scoots over another and tells
them to hold on. The moment he lets go the load
seems to double, but he quickly stacks the two
blocks and they ease the frame onto them. Ray
scrambles for six more blocks and relieves Big
Frank, Martin, then Danny. Freed, they flex their
fingers and torque their spines. Ray lights another
cigarette while Big Frank stares up into the trees,
his face returning to normal hues.
Ray waits as long as he can, Danny guesses,
before blurting, "Well, picking our noses doesn't
seem to be working. How's about we lift the
bastard?" and Big Frank turns to his oldest son
exactly as if he means to slap him-at least, they
all flinch as if he does-but then simply runs a
hand through his own hair, shaking his head
wearily.
"Dammit, Ray," he says. "What's got into
you?"
No answer.
Martin grips his head, a hairy basketball, in his
hands. "Whoa-drank more than I thought last
night."
"Lightweight," Ray says. He pops two more
aspirin.
Above them, on the second level, Anna pushes
aside hanging plastic to wave with a pot-holder
mitten the color and shape of a lobster. "You guys
want to have Thanksgiving or what?"
Big Frank pulls on his chin: he is a man in no
hurry, Danny thinks, a man who has all day-a
man who, to look at him, has never messed up a
single thing his entire life.
"What do you think?" he calls up.
"Well, if it's too windy maybe you should put
it off." She looks at Ray. "What do you think,
Ray?" She's only known him a year, but already
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she knows enough to seek his opinion, and as
soon as she does Ray is transformed.
"I think we can do it," he says eagerly. "If we
can lift it to our shoulders we can just walk it into
place."
"The soldiers of Iwo Jima," Danny offers dryly.
"Exactly!" Ray says. "It'll get easier as we go."
Big Frank scratches his head.
Kate appears behind Anna, smiling, nearly
laughing at the four of them lined up and ready
to lift. From beyond the plastic Danny hears the
shrill chaotic cries of his nephews.
"Martin," Kate calls, "where are your gloves,
you jerk?"
"Who needs 'em," he answers. "We're ready to
lift!"
Big Frank says, "Fine. Okay."
"Jesus, are we about ready?" Ray says.
Danny says, "Everybody's goddamn ready,
Ray."
"Fine. Let's separate the men from the boys."
He stuffs his sunglasses in a pocket. His blue eyes
shine.
"Ready?" Big Frank calls.
"You guys," Anna warns. "Be careful."
"I can't watch," Kate says, and disappears.
Ray counts to three, and they heave. The wall
rises to their chests, then to their shoulders; they
catch the scent of fresh-cut lumber as it passes
their noses. They are walking it up, going smooth,
when Martin suddenly cries, 'Tm too short! I'm
too short!"
Sure enough, the wall has risen out of Martin's
reach, and it hasn't yet occurred to him to move
in for a lower grip.
Ray bursts out laughing. Danny joins him; his
stretched ribs ache with it. The two of them laugh
so hard the whole wall trembles.
"You guys!" Anna cries.
"KEEP GOI G!" Big Frank bellows, forcing
down his own laughter. They all take one step
back-before Martin catches on, digs in, and the
wall flips up, banging the house violently. Danny
and his brothers hold while their father hammers.
Danny wipes tears from his eyes. The whole
scene reminds him, vaguely, of some moment
from his childhood-but it won't come clear.
"Puppies," his father laughs. "I got puppies for
sons."
Then he is there, in the family room before the
first divorce. The room smells of cut wood from
the bookshelves their father is building. He is
kneeling on the carpet, measuring, when they
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take him by surprise. He reels, growling, with
Danny riding piggy-back, Martin wrestling one
hairy, immovable arm, Ray hugging a tree-trunk
thigh. Ray plants his legs and heaves; his face is
flushed, his eyes fierce-and the giant begins to
totter. He laughs, their father, the teary laughter
of a tickled child, and they step up the assault,
jerking and shoving, squealing and snarling. They
are the relentless extensions of one huge thing,
giddy with the certainty of their fall.
"Jesus, Boss," Ray says. "I didn't think you had
it in you."
Martin shoves his hands under his armpits,
resumes hopping. "By the way, Ray, you're
fired."
"Oh, hey-don't do me any favors!"
Anna is still up there, looking down. From her
smile and the way she leans through the studs
Danny thinks she's about to say something funny,
precise, to sum them up. But she just hammers in
a few nails, then goes to help Kate.
Big Frank pulls another nail from his pouch
and holds it up. "Been looking for this," he says,
and begins pounding.
Martin glances from Danny to Ray. Together,
they tell him, "Last nail."
Watching his father hammer, it seems to
Danny that he is not himself, standing there-that
he is someone else-or that he is somewhere else
simultaneously. Then he remembers New York.
Ellen. A thousand miles away they are sharing a
bed, a shower, sometimes the same toothbrush. In
the amazingly brief span of twelve months they
have grown familiar as twins, and these men
know nothing about it.
They step back to look. Danny feels the cold
wind slice his ears. His nose is numb and he's
starving. But he's not ready to go inside. He
wants to stand a while longer among these men
before they all sit down to dinner-before they
try to eat and talk and drink amidst the tireless
commotion of four small boys.
After dinner, if it's not too dark, they'll nail up
sheets of Celotex to keep the cold out. Tomorrow
they'll lay siding. After that, he decides, dropping
his hammer and following the three of them
inside-after that they're on their own.

Tim Johnston's work has appeared in the New
England Review and Bread Loaf Quarterly, the
High Plains Literary Review, and California
Quarterly. This story is a chapter from his first novel.

Record Reviews

Die Kreutzen Gone Away/Big Bad Days 7"
Touch-N-Go
Milwaukee's very own rumbling contribution
to the world of underground music has recently
released an album of entirely new material
entitled Cement, from which this seven inch was
spawned. Die Kreutzen is one of the few
remaining bands that contributes far more than
they steal and have influenced everyone from
Voivod to John Zorn. The acoustic version of
"Gone Away" on the B side is stark and sobering,
creating a mesmerizing auditory environment,
while "Big Bad Days" shows that Die Kreutzen
has definitely not lost their taste for decibels. The
album should prove to be just as essential as this
landmark seven inch and is a must buy for them
with guts.
Boiled in Lead bOiLeD In LEAD Omnium
The much sought after rerelease of Boiled in
Lead' s first two albums bOiLeD In LEAD and
Hotheads is finally on the shelves. This collection
of ancient and modern folk music is primarily
from Irish roots and also shows the band's
interest in music from around the world. Ranging
from loud, fast punk style to surreal, ancient
ballads, the disc never ceases to be completely
entertaining and often thought-provoking. The
band is based in Minneapolis and has a cult-like
following that is nothing short of amazing, and
the tours always seem too short. A truly unique
collection of musicians, Boiled in Lead is a band
you will still be listening to in forty years with as
much wonder as you do today.
Dead Can Dance A Passage in Time Rykodisc/
4ad
Dead Can Dance is one of the most unusual
bands of our time, mixing Renaissance and
Baroque classical with modern industrial. The
two members of the band work with state-of-the
art electronics and good old-fashioned sheet
music to give us this incredible mix of surrealistic,
moving music. A Passage in Time is an anthology
of past recordings and some new cuts that

produce a collection of some of the most unusual
music in existence. As lyricists, they are passable
at best, but the sound of their voices and their
music more than makes up for this deficiency.
The songs effect the soul like a drug, each listen
produces a different effect and no two songs are
alike. A truly unique band, Dead Can Dance is an
auditory addiction that no one can kick.

Schnitt Acht Subhuman Minds on the Firing
Line Cheeta / Maj ii
... and on the eighth day God created industrial
grunge. The debut release from the collection of
industrial protoplasm that calls itself Schnitt
Acht, Subhuman Minds on the Firing Line is
piercing, dirty, exact, and, above all, loud.
Vaguely reminiscent of pretty much any other
heavy industrial band, Schnitt Acht is not
unusual, but solid, consistent, and creative
nonetheless. The group is the embodiment of all
the better characteristics of most of the other big
name dance punks (Front 242, Skinny Puppy,
Revolting Cocks, etc.). The disc doesn't have a
weak cut on it, but much like others of the genre,
it can get tedious at times. However, this is the
band's first full-length release and shows a great
deal of promise. Buy it, what the hell.

Lords of Acid Lust Antler subway / caroline
Dancecore! Sex! Drugs! More sex! Lords of
Acid have just epitomized the disco scene with
their first release, Lust. This steamy disc doesn' t
stop; it slams the beat down the throats of
unsuspecting club groupies with an energy that
defies basic laws of physics. Slick and powerful,
Lust has just enough grunge to cause prolonged
blackouts and knock helicopters out of the air.
Playing this disc on small stereos is inadvisable
since it may cause delicate machinery to fuse into
a greasy glob that pulses with the beat.
-Larry Kampf
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